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PREFACE. 



" HoRATiAN translation has," we are informed, 
"been somewhat overdone in this age;" and 
indeed, I fear that I am sending goods to an 
overstocked market, where, if of inferior quality, 
they will of course be doubly unsaleable. Excuse, 
however, I have none to offer, any more than the 
" Needy Knife-grinder" had story to tell, but rather 
let my little volume take its chance with the public, 
conscious, on the one hand, that no one is more 
worthy of a "real cross" than he, who, having 
stolen Horace's children, disfigures them also ; 
hopeful, on the other, that the perhaps unusual 
and special interest attaching to the name of 
Horace, both among scholars and men of the 
world, will secure me a patient hearing from a 
competent tribunal of honest critics. I ask only 
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not to be condemned mthout being read; and, 
secondly, not to be accounted presumptuous in 
seeking to glean, in a late and twilight hour, a few 
sheaves perchance yet remaining from a field, 
where abler reapers have gathered the harvest. 
With diffidence, then, and tremblingly, I venture to 
oflfer translations of very nearly two-thirds of the 
lyrical compositions of Horace. The Latin pieces, 
including the ** Carmen Saeculare,'* amount in 
number to one hundred and twenty-one, of which 
seventy-eight are here submitted in their English 
dress. Not from caprice, or arbitrarily,, have the 
remainder been excluded, but various reasons, 
sufficient or insufficient, ruled the matter. In the 
first place, as no poet ever repeated himself more 
than Horace, I have, as a rule, omitted all those 
Odes, the ideas of which recur, or to a great extent 
recur, in others that have attained a greater fame, 
with an ampler development and in a nobler 
poetical form. Thus, passing by the shorter 
Odes to Augustus and Maecenas, I have cared 
only to translate, or at least to publish, those 
pieces of greater dimensions, which (though in a 
lesser degree the same effect is not to be denied to 
even Horace's smallest pieces, exquisitely finished 
as all his compositions are, however slight) leave a 
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more permanent result on the mind, as poems of a 

certain length, with a definite beginning, middle, 

and end. Some Odes, indeed, there are, like the 

well-known pair, " ^quam memento " and 

" Eheu ! fugaces," which, though starting from a 

different point, soon traverse almost parallel roads, 

and arrive at the same goal. But as these cases 

peculiarly illustrate that versatility of expression 

which is one of Horace's greatest charms, I have 

ventured to translate and publish both. Secondly : 

I have not attempted to translate any pieces but 

those which appeared to me capable of being 

rendered attractively. Thus, the coarser Odes 

have been omitted, and the series of the Canidia 

in the Epodes, which, though not without a 

certain strange fascination of their own, seem to 

me poetically unpleasing. Thirdly : Whenever I 

felt that portions of an Ode must either be omitted, 

or could only through the decent but cumbrous 

drapery of circumlocution be so rendered as to mar 

the unity of the whole, I abstained from translating 

at all. For this reason that fine Ode (Book III., 

VI.) " Delicta majorum " is omitted. Nothing, or 

next to nothing, can be struck from a cabinet picture 

with impunity ; whilst a blemish, where the whole 

canvas covers but a few square inches, shows in 
4^ b 
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magnified enormity. Nor, in like manner, could 
any poet suflfer more injury by excision than 
Horace, whose longest poems are but short, yet all 
the more, within their scope and compass, exqui- 
site and perfect. Fourthly : I have forborne to 
attempt the translation of any Odes, with one 
exception — a blank verse translation to be noticed 
presently — for which, after carefully searching, I 
could not find any satisfactory equivalent among 
accredited English metres. Thus, ** Miserarum 
est " (Book m., XII.), and three or four of the 
Epodes, are omitted. 

There are other translations which I would 
gladly not have essayed, such as Book I., Ode v. ; 
for who would wish to tread unequally in the 
footsteps of a giant, and rashly compete with 
Milton ^ But the ** Pyrrha " is so famous, and 
so eminently Horatian, that it seemed to me 
almost like cowardice not to attempt a version of 
it ; and, such as it is, I publish it. Some trans- 
lations have been excluded, because on looking 
them over I was little satisfied with their execu- 
tion, and despaired of bettering them by any re- 
vision. Perhaps, had I acted like the Sibyl, and 
presented another third of those now published to 
the husband of Venus, I might have enhanced tlie 
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value of the remainder, if these have any value ; 
but an author is apt to be partial, and, I confess 
it, I did not feel equal to act the paternal part of 
Saturn and devour my own offspring. 

What metres, and what style of language the 
translator of Horace should adopt, Professor 
Conington has discussed in the preface to his 
translations with far more skill and knowledge 
than are mine; nor do I propose to embark on a 
question which, by no means, an interminable one 
of taste, nor to be arbitrarily disposed of, doubtless 
rather must eventually be decided by real canons of 
poetic art and natural propriety. Solicitous, how- 
ever, to defend my own choice, I will here briefly say 
as regards the metre, that my rules have been simple 
ones, and in the main three, viz : first, to choose, 
wherever possible, some good standard English 
metre, accredited by the use of an English poet ; 
secondly, in all cases to adhere to it, or only to 
permit myself certain small indulgences, of a 
nature to be presently mentioned, on rare occa- 
sions ; thirdly, where no English metre was abso- 
lutely obtainable, to select the nearest to the 
Latin that presented itself, and alter it by perhaps 
a too rougti-and-ready Procrustean method of 

adding or deducting a syllable or more, always 

b — 2 
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keeping however the same number of syllables in 
the lines rhythmically and rhymingly corre- 
sponding. 

To exemplify what has been said above, it 
will be found that I have invariably rendered 
the Alcaic quatrain by the six-lined metre of 
Wordsworth's ** Euth." It is a very old English 
metre, though it has perhaps not been employed, 
comparatively speaking, very frequently. To me 
also it seems to have the merit of versatility, 
and to be capable of expressing either eloquence 
or banter, as the Alcaic in the Latin. Be this 
as it may, however, if it be more forcibly objected 
that six English lines are too many for four 
Latin, I would point, in reply, to the syllables, 
which are as fortj^-one in the Latin to forty-four in 
the English — no great discrepancy ; especially when 
it be remembered how the brevity of the former 
language is assisted by its inflexions. Candidly 
I own that here and there I have been driven 
to some amplifications ; never, I hope, to those 
worst and most unpardonable faults, dilution and 
daubing. On the other hand, with a four or even 
five-line metre I must have fallen into the opposite 
evil of omission and sacrifice, an evil which even 
so scrupulous and pleasing a translator as Profes- 
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sor Conington has by no means escaped ; having, I 
observe, been obliged to throw overboard from time 
to time some of the choicest portions of his cargo, 
and to make shipwreck occasionally of the dainti- 
est Horatian wares, namely, the poet's nicely 
allotted epithets. The Sapphic metre I have ren- 
dered by the common English octosyllable quatrain, 
used by Professor Conington for the Alcaic ; per- 
mitting myself however the indulgence mentioned 
before, namely, that where the subject-matter of 
the original seemed to be of a more sprightly 
character than usual, and therefore to demand a 
more animated movement, I have sought to 
obtain this effect by substituting seven-syllable for 
eight-syllable lines, or occasionally by using dis- 
syllable rhymes. The third Asclepiad, *' Scriberis 
Vario," and the corresponding Odes of this 
class, have been rendered by me into the metre 
of "Hohenlinden,'' except that in every instance 
but the first I have shortened the fourth line of 
each stanza, and, instead of using one common 
rhyme throughout for each fourth line, made the 
fourth of the first stanza rhyme with the fourth 
of the second, and thus throughout, a variation 
sanctioned by the practice of Wordsworth. The 
fourth Asclepiad I have rendered after Professor 
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Conington in similar metre, shortening it however 
in one case — Book I., Ode xxi. As regards the rest, 
they will exemplify, without my going individually 
through each specimen, what I stated above, viz. : 
that I have either selected some real metre, or 
altered one as slightly as I could to suit the Latin. 
Thus Book I., Odes xi., xvni., are translated into 
the metre of Byron's " There's not a joy the world 
can give." Book II., Ode xviii., ** Non ebur, 
neque aureum," into that of Sir W. Jones's famous 
Odes, **What constitutes a State?" to the selec- 
tion of which I was perhaps led by some fancied 
similarity of tone and kindred ethical spirit in the 
Latin. On the other hand, I do not profess to say 
what metres are represented by Book I., Odes iv. 
— VII., XIII., and must leave them to justify them- 
selves or to be condemned, according to what 
pleasure they may give or the reverse. Among 
translations otherwise exclusively lyrical, one 
blank verse translation will, I fear, seem quite out 
of place. It is the version of Book IV., Ode viii., 
the Ode to Censorinus. There are two other Odes 
composed by Horace in this metre, namely, Book 
I., I., Book III., XXX. Originally I had executed 
the last of these in two stanzas of Spenserian verse, 
but finding that the continuity of thought in the 
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original was broken in the translation, I recast it ; 
and in despair of finding any English quatrain to 
represent the Latin, which latest criticism tells us 
was, like the rest of the Odes, composed in quatrains, 
I translated finally in blank verse, translating subse- 
quently the other two in blank verse also. I believe 
the one pubUshed to be the best of the three, and 
ofifer it for what it is worth ; but, all alone as it stands 
amid its rhymed companions, I feel for it and com- 
miserate the solitary intruder. 

What epoch of our language best corresponds 
on the whole with the Augustan period of Latin 
literature, is by no means to me an easy question 
to settle, nor do I think it, practically, of great 
importance. Do what he will, neither an original 
writer nor a translator can any more escape from 
the influences of his own times, and the style 
of his own age — for each literary epoch is dis- 
tinguished by a characteristic style — than he can 
in the more important matter of life and conduct 
jump oflf his own shadow — to adopt the Hvely 
image of Goethe. But he ought to aim to use 
the current style in its best form, to free it as 
much as possible from vicious mannerisms, and 
individual peculiarities. This in the first place — 
next, if there be in his own language any period 
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historically approaching, as far as one period can 
ever reproduce another, to that of his author, he will 
do well to read the authors of that period ; lastly, if 
there be any writers among his countrymen, whose 
special genius resemble that of him whose works 
he is translating, these also may well be studied 
with advantage ; for they will perhaps, even if they 
do not assist him with actual words and expressions, 
still, so to say, adjust his mental frame and beget 
a happy mood for his undertaking. Historically, 
then, the time of Horace appears to me to corre- 
spond with that of the rei^n of Anne. Both were 
periods in the history of the respective nations of 
internal peace and settled government after long 
years of revolution and intestine discord ; both 
were times of glory abroad ; finally, both were 
signalised by an ebullition of the literary spirit. 
Individually, again, Horace, the most unique of 
poets, as far as he can ever find any literary parallel 
at all, seems to me to live once more in Addison, 
the most unique of essayists. Both had a similar 
position in life, similar patrons, similar friends. 
Both moralised on kindred topics with an archness, 
a banter, and an inimitable grace, that not only 
redeems but dignifies commonplace and invests it 
with a charm. None knew better than they 
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" proprie communia dicere," * to make common- 
places their own. They treat but of every-day 
matters, and apply to these the ready maxims 
of their trite philosophy; they inculcate truisms, 
and, instead of wearying, charm, like a landscape 
that, seen for years, never tires; like a friend 
of cheerful presence, always saying the best 
thing at the right moment in the happiest way, 
whose very voice comforts. The wealth of mode- 
ration — the satisfaction of contentment — the wis- 
dom of enjoyment while time is still our own — the 
pleasures of friendship — the certainty of death and 
its universality — these are their threadbare topics, 
which both moi'e suo treat, the essayist, according to 
his own graver turn, with a more moralising vein ; 
the poet, with the greater versatility of his lyric 
fancy : both with an unspeakable grace, and a polish 
of the most refined expression. Horace, indeed, 
takes the commonest flowers and weaves the 
choicest of garlands. He saunters on the shore 
picking up pebbles that no other would stoop even 
to look at ; but which he polishes to perfection, 
adorns with the rarest setting, and enriches by 
exquisite workmanship. I believe, then, that 

* " Communia " has, I am well aware, a special sense in the 
context where it occurs. 
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any one who aims at translating Horace will do 
well to study the prose — yes, the prose of Addison. 
If it do not communicate the art of expression, it 
will, as I ventured before to say, adjust the mood 
and dispose the mind rightly. But Horace has at 
least two other sides of his nature, which are not 
Addison's. These are his pure poetic gift, such 
as we see it in the easy flow of his lighter pieces, 
and the poetic gift allied to a lofty eloquence — nay, 
to a certain stormy lyric rush, which confront us 
in his grander Alcaic Odes, and which appear to 
me efiectually to vindicate his claim both to greatness 
and originality ; for if these qualities be denied to 
those noble compositions, then truly I know not 
where to look for what is either great or original. 
As regards these grander Odes, I know not where, 
indeed, a translator can find any thing in his 
own literature in any way similar to them, and the 
only counsel I venture to ofier to any one hereafter 
treading in my footsteps from my own prac- 
tice is, that he should read over the best and 
grandest portions of our noblest poets, no matter 
whether epic, dramatic, or lyric, so that his mind 
may be attuned to the task before him ; for after 
all it is the mind and mood of the translator which 
must be brought into unison with that of his 
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author, and if heart echo to heart, and spirit sym- 
pathise with spirit, the words will come somehow 
and unhidden too, hut needing indeed a sifting 
the most severe, and then the most to he suspected, 
when apparently the happiest. The lighter vein 
of Horace does, it seems to me, find, not indeed 
anything like a parallel, but some sort of counter- 
part in the songs of our later Elizabethan and 
Stuart lyrists. Horace, doubtless, has neither the 
Teutonic mystery nor tenderness, true native 
ingredients in the minds of such men as our 
Jonsons, Herricks, Wottons, and others, even 
without the Christian leaven, and the exquisite 
vignettes of rural life, scattered through his Odes, 
reflect rather the habitual intercourse of one familiar 
from a child with outdoor life in a beautiful land, 
than the English poets' brooding sentiment and 
passionate attachment; but not the less we may 
from many points compare such Odes as the ** Tu 
ne quaBsieris,*' *' Integer Vitae," *' Eheu ! fugaces,'* 
with "Gather ye rosebuds," "How happy is he 
born and taught," " The glories of our birth and 
state," and other Horatian with other English 
pieces equally famous ; but I have said enough to 
indicate my meaning. The above remarks have 
treated the question of style and language some- 
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what generally and broadly; in detail I am well 
aware that individual phrases of Horace, stamped 
with his " curiosa felicitas,^^ that incommunicable 
charm, will never be translated. For to select a 
few in their order from the first Book of Odes — 
who will ever translate '* Gratiae decentes,'' " sim- 
plex jnunditiis,^' — ''Yulinsniinium luhricus aspicV* 
— " interfusa nitentes aequora Cycladas,^^ " dulce 
ridentem dulce loquentem :'' where the exquisite 
Latin participial termination defies the translator. 
" Simplici myrto niliil allahores, Sedulus curce'' ? 
Are not these among the impossibilities? And 
let me add two little gems of incomparable beauty 
and finish from the same Ode in the Second Book ; 
an Ode indeed which I have not ventured to 
translate : — 



« 



and 



— jam tibi lividos 
Distinguet Autninnus racemos 
Purpureo varius colore " — 



" Albo sic humero nitons 

Ut pura noctumo renidet 
Luna mkri." 



The firm hand of the painter is Koman, Roman 
the force, the directness, and the antique sim- 
plicity; but the air and light are those of an 
Italian sky. Scarcely too less difficult than to 
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translate the words themselves is it to deal with 
their order and arrangement, and, so to say, 
translate their emphasis. Poetry has been defined 
as '* the best words in the best order." Horatian 
poetry, constructed with that nice regard to em- 
phasis, which was an inherent virtue of the Latin 
language, is eminently of this sort. As some 
compensation, howev-er, the transitions of thought 
and connection of ideas, though occasionally difficult 
in some of the longer and more fervent Odes, are, 
I venture to think, as a rule, less pei-plexed in 
Horace than in most lyric poets, and beside the 
grand but tumultuous Pindar, sometimes almost 
inarticulate in his inspiration, the muse of the 
Latin poet seems transparency itself. 

Desirous that the reader's attention should not 
be called off from any piece as a whole and so 
lose its poetic effect, I have abstained from 
adding any notes to these translations, though 
well aware how many difficult and perplexed lines 
occur in Horace. In disputed portions of the 
text, I have as a rule followed the more common 
reading, or the more common interpretation ; pre- 
ferring to err, if we err, with numbers on my side. 
Sometimes, however, I have so far availed myself 
of the poetical translator's licence as to give a freer 
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and more open version than would be permissible 
to a commentator, provided always that my ren- 
dering was not abhorrent to the context. See, 
for instance. Book III., Ode xxrv. 5, 6, 7. To 
follow Professor Conington as a guide through any 
knotty passage I have generally found safe ; occa- 
sionally I have followed his guidance doubtfully, 
as in Book III., Ode v. 24 ; more rarely, with 
great diffidence, and only w^here it seemed to me 
that in him gi-eat critical acumen may have over- 
borne that truest of all monitors, genuine poetical 
instinct, have I ventured to differ from him, as in 
Book IV., Ode ix., 41 — 44, a passage difficult 
both for its general tenor and individual expres- 
sions. In Book n., Ode xviii. 8, 1 venture to think, 
fortified in my opinion by that of a friend of great 
classical attainments and no less excellent judgment, 
who has kindly looked over a few of my translations, 
and given me the benefit of his valuable 
criticisms, that "trahunt purpuras" does not 
mean spin but trail purple robes = the Greek 

iXiccaiVfTrXoc, the Homeric epithet of the Trojan 
ladies. " Trahere" with such words as **Zanawt," 
** vellera,'* '* pensa,'' is obviously to be trans- 
lated ''spin;" but can '' trahnnt purpuras'' be 
translated ** spin purples" ? Independently of the 
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context, is not the prolepsis rather violent and 
un-Horatian ? The line, however, is a thorny one. 
But it is time to close a preface somewhat unduly 
long. I will only add that, if through any simi- 
larity either of rhymes or expressions in my version 
I should seem to have borrowed from earlier trans- 
lators, the plagiarism is quite unconscious on my 
part. More than once I have altered both rhyme 
and expression, finding that I had been forestalled, 
with the natural anxiety not to be indebted. Two 
epithets ** starbright" (page 95), and "huudred- 
citied" (page 133), I have left, having instinctively 
chosen them, as indeed I think they would spon- 
taneously rise to a scholar's lips, before I observed 
them in Professor Conington's version, and in 
truth they are common property. My Uttle book 
(** non erit emisso reditus tibi'*) if it do no other 
service, will at least have done its author this : — 
it will have taught him to know Horkce, whom he 
thought he knew before, infinitely better through 
the efibrt of translating him, and if it give others 
any pleasure, will in no slight degree augment also 
his own. 
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n. 



ENOUGH of penal hail and snow 
Now has the Sire on earth cast down, 
And with his red right hand aglow, 
Aiming at temples, scared the town, — 

Scared nations with a dire alarm 
To see sad Pyrrha's monstrous day, 

When Proteus driving all his swarm 
Up mountains fled, a novel way. 

When fishes in tall elm-trees stuck. 
The happy haunts of cooing birds. 

And rising waves began to suck 

The swimming does* bewildered herds. 

1—2 
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We saw the yellow Tiber, thrown 
Back from his Tuscan beach in pain, 

By the king's monuments roll down 
All foam, and on by Vesta's fane ; 

Excessive vengeance while he vows 
For Ilia's plaints the rover speeds, 

O'er his left bank uxorious flows, 
Nor Jove's disapprobation heeds. 

Thinned by their parents' folly dear, 
Our youth shall read of civic strife. 

Of sharpened sword and sharpened spear, 
But 'gainst no stubborn Persian's life. 

What God will hear the people's cry 
And stay the nodding empire's fall ? 

What prayer shall weary virgins try 
Who vainly on deaf Vesta call ? 

who shall come by Jove- allowed 

T' atone our guilt ? Hear thou the appeal, 
Thy glistening shoulders veiled in cloud, 

Augur Apollo, save and heal ! 

Or laughing Erycina, thou 

Whom Mirth and Cupid flit around, 
Or wouldst thou aid thy own sons now, 

And slighted race thyself didst found, — 
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Tii-ed oat at last with that long sport 
Loud-throated war, and helmets bright, 

The Marsian footman's savage port 
Smiting his foe, — dread God of fight I 

Or is't fair Maia's winged son 
We see in youthful shape descend 

Upon the lands avenger won 
To expiate great CsBsar's end ? 

Late to the skies return, and long 
And glad dwell with Quirinus' race. 

Nor let our guilt thy goodness wrong 
Swiftly to fly a vicious place. 

Here rather signal triumphs gain. 
Be styled at once both Sire and Prince ; 

Our chief and Caesar, curb his rein, 
And gall the Mede unused to wince. 
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IV. 



SHARP Winter, he melts with the waxm breath of spring, 
Pleasant change, — see I the dry keels are lannched, 
The swains leave their fires and the stalls open fling, 

Nor the meadows with hoar frosts are blanched. 
Venus' self leads the dance with moon bright on high. 

And the Nymphs and the fair Graces tread 
Their light steps alternate, while grim giants ply 

Bound the forge where old Vulcan shines red. 
Now suits with green myrtle to deck each bright brow, 

Or with flowers in thawed fields profuse. 
In shady grove pay to the Faun each his vow 

Or a lamb, or a kid, as he choose. 
Pale Death with impartial foot walks round and knocks 

At kings* gates and the huts of the poor. 
Sweet Sestius, long hopes life's brief story mocks. 

Gloomy night, fabled ghosts at the door, 
Pluto's mansion so void I there wander — ^no die 

Lord of wine shall allot you the throne. 
No Lycidas fire, of our youths the bright eye, 

Whom the maidens shall soon claim their own. 
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Wi 



T graceful yonth, in thickest roses' bower, 
Wet with his scents woos now free Pyrrha's honr 
In pleasant cave's retreat ? 
For whom so simply neat 



£raid'st anbum hair ? alas t how oft shall he 
Monm altered vows and altered gods, and see 
With blank amazement strange 
Bongh winds the dark seas change, — 

Who now, all tmst, enjoys thy golden smile I 
And thee still vacant, thee still kind the while 

Dreams, for he never knew 

The fickle breeze ; fond crew, 

To whom thou shin'st all untried I Me my board 
Votive, on sacred wall to ocean's lord 

With vestments hnng, portrays 

Yet dripping from the sprays. 
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VI. 



rrARIUS thy feats of annBBhaU sing, 
^ Soarer on trae MsBonian wing, 
And all thon hast achieved outring 
£y sea or land successfully. 

Such themes, Agrippa, not our lyre, 
More than Pelides' stubhom ire, 
Or seas that sly Ulysses tire. 
Or Pelops' bloody family 

Dare sound, too slight for Epic toils, 
Soft Peace's modest Muse recoils. 
Nor CsBsar's high fame nor thine spoils 
By weakness of her faculty. 

The adamantine coat of Mars, 
Stained Merion rolled 'neath Trojan cars, 
Minerva's knight, a God in wars, 
Ho I Diomede sing worthily I 



BOOK I. 9 

We banquets, we maids' dread array.. 
With pared nails meeting yonths in fray, 
In onr light-bantering ready way, 
Impassioned sing or fancy-free. 
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vn. 

"D RIGHT Rhodes, Mitylene let other bards chant, 
-^-^ Sing of Ephesns, Corinth's two coasts, 
Or Delphi, or Thebes, each a deity's haunt. 

Or her Tempo that Thessaly boasts. 
There are who but sound, virgin Pallas, thy town 

In one strain of perpetual praise, 
A last wreath of olive to still make their own : 

Hymns for Juno her devotees raise, 
Steeds of Argos recount, Mycenffi's vast wealth. 

Me nor stout Lacedffimon so thrills, 
Nor Larissa's rich plain of luxuriant tilth. 

As Albunea's loud grot and rills. 
As Anio's rush, as Tibumus' dark wood, 

And the orchard where nimble streams glance, 
While fair south winds unveil the sky's cloudy hood, 

Nor for once in dark tempest advance. 
Ah ! be wise too to-day, my Plancus, and aim 

Well to temper life's labours and woes 
With soft wine, i' the dazzle of camps chasing fame. 

Or at ease where your own Tibur throws 
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Its dense shadows round yon. From sire fled and home, 

Still how Tencer his wine-dropping brows, 
Crowned with poplar, 'tis told, and sailed o^er the foam. 

Whilst his sad mates he thus sought to rouse : 
** Point Fortune the road, than a father more kind. 

Thither on, my dear comrades and friends, — 
Teucer leads, Teucer prays, fling doubts to the wind, 

For Apollo this sure comfort sends — 
A Salamis fresh in new lands shall arise ; 

Come, my brave lads, who with me till now 
Oft worse troubles have shared, let wine drown our sighs, 

And to-morrow the wide sea we'll plough." 
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vm. 

T" YDIA, say, by gods conjnred, 
-" By all the gods, why kill'st in love's retreat 
Sybaris, who once endured 
On sonny plain his share of dust and heat ? 

Why no more in soldier guise 
Checks he his Gallic steed 'mid youthful peers 

That the wolf-bit vainly flies ? 
Can't be that yellow Tiber too he fears ? 

Why shun worse than viper's foam 
Those brawny swollen arms the wrestler's oil. 

In the discus' art at-home, 
That with the far-thrown spear once all could foil ? 

£ut he hides, as hid, they say, 

Wet Thetis' son before Troy's tearfol night. 
Lest his man's dress should betray 

Him hurled mid Lycian foes and thickest fight. 
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IX. 

SEE nnder what a weight of snow 
Soracte stands with buried brow, 
£end all the straining woods 
Beneath the load, with icy chains 
Frost every prisoned stream detains^ 
And locks the nimble floods. 

Scatter the cold, and high and higher 
Pile blazing logs above the Are, 

And Thaliarchus friend — 
The Sabine bottle with two ears 
Broach ripe with luscious juice that cheers, 

A merry night we'll spend. 

Leave to the gods all else, who best 
Can hush the warring winds to rest, 

And calm the boiling seas, — 
For when they give the word 'tis peace, 
The cypress and old ash-tree cease 

To quiver in the breeze. 
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To-morrow's fates aside be thrown, 
£at gladly count to-day thine own, 

And take the Inck it brings : 
Slight not the sweets of love, nor scorn 
The jocund dance in manhood's mom, 

Ere fled on hasty wings 

Green youth depart, and sullen age 
Whiten thy hairs ; the plain, the stage, 

Be these thy pleasures now. 
And by thy gentle mistress' bower. 
Soft whispering at the appointed hour, 

Repeat thy lover's vow. 

Light laughter falling on the ear 
Betrays to thee where she is near 

Hid in yon close recess ; 
Haste from arm, finger take the spoil, 
Poorly dissembling to recoil. 

And the dear pledge possess. 
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A TLAS' grandson, Mercury, 
-^^ Thou, whose silver speech subdued 
Early man*s rough infancy, 

And to graceful pastimes wooed. 

Herald of the gods and Jove, 

Curved lyre's parent, thee 1*11 sing, 

Sportively, where'er you rove, 
All that pleases pilfering. 

Thee, poor in&nt, still withholding 
Oxen straying through thy wiles. 

Loud Apollo threatens scolding, 
But, his quiver thieved too, smiles. 

Thou past proud AtridsB led'st 
Safe from Troy her wealthy king. 

Past Thessalian camp-fires sped'st 
The fierce foe not noticing. 



16 
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Happy seats for pious sonls 

Still thou fiiid*st ; the light ghosts go 
Enled as thy gold wand controls, 

Dear to gods ahove, helow. 
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XI. 



SEEK not to learn how long a life the gods permit 
us here, 
Leuconoe, we may not know, nor ask the Chaldee seer, 
Bat his numhers leave, — and still every grief behind 

you cast. 
Whether winters be in store, or Jove grant thee this the 

last, 
Which against opposing rocks flings the weary Tyrrhene 

wave, — 
Wisely strain the wine, nor think for thyself long life to 

save. 
Creature of an hour, — e'en now, as we talk, flies jealous 

age. 
Seize the day, nor too fond to-morrow's hopes thy mind 

engage. 



2 
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XII. 

HAT man, what hero wilt thou sing, 
Clio, on lyre or shriller fife ? 
What god ? whose name shall Echo fling. 
Rejoicing at the wanton strife, 



w 



In shady nooks of Helicon, 

By Pindus, or on Hajmus cold, 
Whence all the woods rushed madly on 

To hear sweet Orpheus sing of old ? 

Whose mother muse had taught the song 
That could prone waves, quick winds deluv, 

And lead the raptured oaks along, 
Soon as his fingers 'gan to play. 

With customed praise first let me tell 
Thee, mighty Sire of gods and men, 

O'er land, o*er sea who rul'st, whose will 
Brings all the seasons round again ; 



BOOK I. 19 

Naught greater that thyself we know, 
Naught like thee nor in second place, 

But to thy daughter Pallas owe 
Next to thyself her proper grace. 

Bold warrior Bacchus, virgin Queen, 
Huntress of savage heasts, thy fame 

I will not hide, nor arrows keen 
Of Phoebus and his dreaded aim. 

I'll sing Alcides, Leda's twins, 

Skilled horseman hail I brave boxer too ! 

Illustrious glory either wins. 

Whose star once seen makes glad the crew ; 

Adown its rocks the vexed wave flows. 

The winds are still, the clouds are fled. 

The sea (they willed it) quiet grows, 
The billow lays its crested head. 

Shall Romulus next these be sung ? 

Or Numa's calm ? or Tarquin's pride ? 
Or how, meet theme for poet's tongue, 

Cato majestically died ? 

Scauri, and Eegulua, and him. 

Who squandered life to stay the foe. 

Grand Paulus, with a muse sublime 

I'll gladly chant, Fabricius too — 

2—2 
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^y ragged want for fighting trained, 
And Curins with locks unshorn, 

Camillas with no riches gained 

£nt farm and cot where he was born. 

Like tree, time's growth, that spreads unseen, 
Marcellus climbs to grander fame, 

Shines Julius' star all stars between, 
As Luna's mid each lesser flame. 

Father and Guardian of the race, 
Offspring of Saturn, in thy hand 

The Fates great CsBsar's fortune place ; 
Eule thou, and let his kingdom stand. 

He, whether Parthians he flout 

Triumphant o'er their vaunting threats, 

Or China's tribes or Lidia's rout 

Far followed to their eastern seats, — 

Shall sway impartial the wide world 
Beneath thee : thou Olympus shak'st 

With rolling car, with lightnings hurled 

Thine ire on impious groves thou wreak'st. 
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XIII. 

T YDIA, when Telephns you praise 

-" His rosy neck, his arms of waxen gloss, 

What tempest then in me yon raise, 
With anger ill-repressed I turn and toss. 

Nor then my mind at home will stop, 
Nor face remain itself, and down the cheek, 

A furtive trickier, runs the drop, 
Slow passion's inward fever to outspeak. 

! torture, torture 'tis to see 
White shoulders stained by him all flown with wine, 

Or when the boy so furiously 
Has scored his tooth-mark on those lips divine ! 

Believe me — ! that barbarous youth 
No constant lover is, whose play so rude 

Could ever hurt the dainty mouth 
With Venus' nectar, Venus' own imbued. 
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happy thrice, and three times three 
United by the indissoluble tie, 

That by no jar may sundered be, 
Till love and life on love's last day shall die I 



BOOK L 23 







XIV. 

SHIP ! new waves will bear thee to the deep ; — 
Beware ! and near the harbour bravely keep. 

See'st not thy sides how bare ? 

For not an oar is there, 



Thy strained mast creaking with the southern blast. 
Thy groaning yards, no rope that binding fast 

Thy passage may control 

When seas imperious roll. 

Thou hast no sails, or sails in rags that float, 
No gods again to hear thy desperate shout, — 

Though from a noble line 

Sprung a true Pontic pine. 

Boasting in vain high race, high name to bear ; 
To painted poop no sailor in his fear 

Trusts — laughingstock of winds 

See thee no morrow finds ! 
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thou late anxions object of my prayers ! 

My new regret, nor lightest of my cares, 
Avoid rongh breakers' shocks 
Mid all too glittering rocks ! 
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XV. 

WHEN the false shepherd Helen bore 
In Ida's ships the waters o*er, 
Nereus scarce hushed the wind's wild roar, 
To chant in vengefnl tone 

Fate's doom : * * An ill wife home you bear, 
For whom all Greece's hosts repair. 
Your nuptials sworn in twain to tear. 
And Priam's ancient throne. 

** For horse, for man, what toils hast found, 
Troy's bravest heap for thee the ground, 
iBgis in hand, with helmet crowned 
Mad Pallas drives to war I 

** By Venus guarded, proud and fierce, 
Yes — comb your locks, your songs rehearse, 
On soft lyre trill to maids your verse. 
And vainly shun afar 



26 ODES OF HORACE . 

** The weighty spear, the Gnossian reed, 
On nuptial couch, nor war's din heed 
Nor Ajax swift, for still you'll bleed, 
Dust stain thy traitor's hair ; — 

** Here deadliest foe Ulysses watch. 
There Nestor ; fear, if Teucer catch. 
The Salaminian's short despatch ; 
Of Sthenelus beware, 

** Skilled warrior, skilled charioteer ; 
And by him Merion is near. 
Keen on thy track all fury fear 
Brave Tydeus' braver son ; 

** Whom thou, as stag a wolf that sees 
Far off, and vale and pasture flees. 
Shall panting shun with coward knees, — 
Brave sight for her thou'st won. 

" What though Achilles' wrath delay 
For Troy and Trojan dames the day, 
Greek iflames shall waste their homes away 
When winters few are gone." 



% 
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XVI. 

rriHOU lovely mother's lovelier child, 
-■- All sentences from thee are mild, 

Punish my rhymes at will,— 
My wicked rhymes, shall flame scorch, say. 
Or Adriatic wash away ? 

Oheyed you shall be still. 

Not Dindymene, nor the shrines, 
Where the pale Pythian divines, 

So goad the frenzied priest ; 
Nor Liber's rage, nor tingling sharp 
The Corybantian bells and harp 

At their religious feast — 

As gloomy wrath, which naught controls. 
Nor Noric sword, nor sea that rolls 

High waves above the wreck ; 
Nor furious fire, nor rushing down. 
All Jove the fearful world to drown 

With thunders at his beck. 
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Prometheus ordered, so they say, 
To add to elemental clay 

Matter from every source. 
From the mad lion drew a part 
To lodge beneath our human heart 

Of wild ferocious force. 

'Twas anger laid Thyestes low 
In deep destruction's bitter woe ; 

Hence proudest cities fall. 
From top to bottom tumbled down. 
And see the ruins of their town, 

And old encircling wall 

With hostile ploughshare driven o*er 
By the insulting conqueror : — 

— quell the angry mind ! 
Me once to swift Iambics sent, 
In youth's sweet hour too insolent, 

Some fury mad and blind. 

But wiser now to cure thy pain 
I offer this, a soothing strain. 

Balm for the former smart ; 
Recanted all my insults see. 
And thou once more be friends with me, 

And give me back thy heart. 
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xvn. 

"OULL oft will nimble Faunas seek 
-■- Lucretilis' pleasant peak, 

Lyceeus left behind, 
And, while my tender younglings graze, 
Keeps off the summer's fiery blaze, 

And every rainy wind. 

Through the safe grove at ease they stray 
And lurking arbutes by the way 

Nibble, or dainty thyme, 
Wives of a lord not over-sweet ; 
Nor ever fear green snakes to meet 

My young ones in their prime. 

Nor wolves of Mars to encounter dread, 
Soon, Tyndaris, as pipes have shed 

Glad music o'er the vale. 
Soon as the echoing voice of song 
Has sounded the smooth rocks along 

Of low Ustica's dale. 
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The gods keep watch o'er me, my friends. 
Whom piety to them commends, 

To them my muse is sweet. 
Come, and thee Plenty's horn shall crown, 
The glorious country showering down 

Its treasures at thy feet. 

Here, in this hollow dell afar. 
Shunning hot summer's fiery star, 

Thou'lt string the Teian lyre. 
And tell of that love- stricken pair, 
Penelope, and Circe fair. 

Stung with the same desire. 

Beneath the shade here shalt be thine 
To quaff the harmless Lesbian wine. 

Nor fear unseemly jar ; 
Mars shall not of our party be. 
Nor with the child of Semele 

Stir up his horrid war ; 

Nor jealous Cyrus, wanton boy. 
Shall rudely with rough hands annoy 

Thee, all unequal foe. 
Pulling the garland from thy hair. 
Or at the dress, thy blameless care, 

Aiming his saucy blow. 
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XVIII. 

"TTAKUS, never plant a tree sooner than the sacred 

^ vine 

Under walls of Catilus, where rich Tihur's soil is 

thine ; — 
For to dry souls all comes hard, so the gods themselves 

dispose, 
Nor a better method grant to escape life's biting woes. 
War's hard drudgery or want who, when wine he's 

drunk, will chide^ 
Nor of father Bacchus sing and fair Venus well allied ? 
But of mod'rate potations ne'er to overstep the line, 
Centaurs, Lapithas may warn waging deadly strife o'er 

wine, 
Thracians warn, on whose brains ever Bacchus heavy 

sits, 
Good and ill that scarce discern in their mad and heady 

fits. 
Ne'er, bright Bacchus, be it mine thee to stir against 

thy will, 
Or divulge to open day what thy leaves would cover still. 
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Check, ! check the drums that sound with the Bere- 

cyntian horn, 
In whose company Self-love, blind Self-love, along is 

borne, 
And Vain-glory tossing high, far too high, her empty 

head, 
False, transparent, glassy Faith secrets ever prompt to 

spread. 
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XIX. 

CRUEL mother of the loves 
Orders'me, and Theban Sem'le's boy, 
And a lawless passion moves 
To renew a long abandoned joy. 
Glycera with shining face 

Bums me, Parian marble ne'er so bright, — 

! that wanton wanton grace ! 
Coy looks shifting ever to the sight ! 

Venus rushing straight at me 
Has her Cyprus left ; nor Scythians I 

Sing, nor Parthians bold to flee 
On half-wheeled horse, impertinently. 

Here let living turf be spread, 
Verbenas, here, boys, frankincense bring, 

Bipe clear wine in bowl be shed. 
Kinder comes she for my offering. 
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XXI. 

mENDEK maids of Dian tell, 
-^ Boys the unshorn Cynthian sing, 
Latona too loved well 
By high heaven's king. 

Glad her streams sing and fresh wood 
Where cold Algidus stands up. 
By Erymanth's dark hood, 
Or green Cragus' top. 

Him his Tempe praise in part 
Males, and natal isle inspire, 
Shoulders that bear the dart 
And his brother's lyre. 

He fell famine, tearful war, 
Pest from people and their chief 
Turns 'gainst Persians, Britons far, 
Your true vows' relief. 
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xxn. 

OPURE of life, and free from sin, 
Thou need'st no Moorish bow nor dart, 
Nor quiver, Fuscus, full within 
Of arrows tipped by poison's art. 

At will through scorching Syrtes roam, 

Or climb the inhospitable sides 
Of Caucasus, or make thy home 

Where fabulous Hydaspes glides. 

For roving far down Sabine wood. 

While Lalage I sang at ease, 
In careless hour, before me stood 

A wolf, and fled — what weapons ? these. 

Such monster Daunia never bore. 
Fierce Daunia's groves of native oak. 

Nor that parched land where lions roar 
Beneath the Mauritanian yoke. 

3 — 2 
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Set me amid the torpid plains 

And trees by summer's breath nn&mied, 
Where cloudy Jove and icy rains 

Deform a melancholy land. 

Set me with not a house in view 
'Neath the near chariot of the sun, 

Sweet smiler, sweet converser too, 
Lalage ! I'll love but one. 
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XXIV. 

WHY shonld we blush for one so dear 
To poor withont restraint the tear ? 
Lyre, song are thine, we wait to hear 

The dirge, Melpomenene. 
Does endless sleep Qnintilins bind ? 
modest, just, and faithful mind ! 
soul of truth I where shall we find 

A man to match with thee ? 
The wept of many friends, he*s gone. 
Not least of Virgil wept, weep on, 
By pious tears he*U not be won, 

Who was but heaven's loan. 
Softer than Thracian Orpheus sing 
That trees should hear thy tuneful string, 
In that pale ghost no blood will spring, 

By Mercury his own. 
Who opes no door by prayers made bland, 
Joined with dread rod to that black band : 
Hard ! the doom then we can*t withstand. 

Let's bear in time less grown. 
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XXIX. 

WHAT, Iccius, to rough battle fly ? 
On Arab wealth cast envious eye, 

And o*er Sabsean plains 
'Gainst kings ne'er conquered war wilt wage. 
And for the Mede's terrific rage 

Forgest a captive's chains ? 
What foreign maid on you may wait. 
Her husband slain by bloody fate. 

And serve you for her lord ? 
What courtier page from far-off lands 
With well- anointed tresses stands 

The wine-cup to afford — 
Trained only from his father's bow 
To speed the Seric shaft ? who now 

Me vouching this can spurn — 
That rivers may retrace their course 
Back flowing to their mountain source, 

And Tiber's self return, — 
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Wlien you that Attic house of yours, 
The haunt of old Socratic hours, 

Break up, and scatter wide 
Those manuscripts, so rich and rare, 
lu Spanish hreastplate dressed for war, 

Our promised fruit denied ? 
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XXX. 

VENUS, Cnidos*, Paphos' queen, 
Much-loved Cyprus must thou slight, 
Glycera's house for thee is clean. 
Clouds of frankincense invite. 

Bring the hot hoy, and ! hring 
Nymph and Grace with flowing zone, 

Youth with your accrediting, 
And let Mercury be one. 
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XXXI. 

WHY in thy fresh-built temple now, 
ApoUo, pays the bard his vow ? 
With what aspiring hopes 
Pours from the bowl the new-made wine ? 
! not that rich Sardinia shine 

* For him with waving crops ; 
Nor for Calabria's happy herds 
In sunny spots, nor gold his words, 

Nor Indian ivoiy pray, 
' Nor for those fields where Liris glides, 
A noiseless stream with quiet tides 

Eating its banks away. 
Let fortune's, favourites glad and blithe 
Prune vine-trees with Calenian scythe. 

Or merchants free from cares 
From golden goblets drain profase 
Eipe vintages and sparkling juice 
Exchanged for Syrian wares, — 
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Blest by the gods indeed, who cross 
Four times a year without a loss 

The wild Atlantic sea ; 
I but my olives, endives eat, 
Light mallows, too, a simple treat, 

Are still enough for me. 
Let me enjoy, Latona's son, 
The little wealth that I have won. 

Of mind, of body sound, — 
Nor spend a dull inglorious age 
With no delight its cares to assuage. 

And with the lyre uncrowned. 
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XXXII. 

ni J'USIC they ask ; — ^if e'er with thee, 
.LilL "What might a year or more live long, 
I've trilled at ease 'neath shady tree. 

Come lute, strike up a Latin song ; 
'Twas Leshos* son first smote thy chords. 

Attuning well his cmming lip, 
A warrior,— hut mid gleaming swords. 

Or while he moored his half- wrecked ship. 
Still Bacchus, Muses, Venus sang. 

And Venus* ever-clinging boy, 
Of Lycus still his praises rang, 

Black-eyed, black-haired, the young, the coy. 
Phoebus' ornament, thou sheU, 

Of Jove's high banquet the delight. 
Trouble and toil consoling weU, 

Hear me, if I invoke aright. 
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XXXIV. 

TTTUlLE bending seldom at their shrine, 

^ ^ I scarcely deemed the gods divine, 

By wisdom fsdse misled, 
To torn upon another tack 
With sails reversed, and hasten back 

I'm forced with sadden dread. 
For the great Sire, whose brandished dart 
Does commonly the clouds dispart 

With blaze of fearful light. 
Now all at once drove headlong by 
With thundering steeds through clearest sky 

And car in rapid flight. 
The brute earth trembled, trembled too 
The wandering rivers, Styx below. 

The fierce concussion shook 
Bough Tasnarus on his hated seat. 
And Atlas in his far retreat 

The terror dire partook. 
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God changes high and low at will, 
To minish pride is all his skill, 

And hidden worth to show ; 
Swift Fortune thus on whirring wing 
The crown from one away will bring 

To deck another's brow. 
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XXXV. 

GODDESS, of pleasant Antium Queen, 
Thou who canst raise the low and mean. 
Mistress of human fate. 
From humhlest lot, or at a hlow 
Convert to a funereal show 
The triumph^s dazzling state ; 

The thrifty hind with anxious prayer 
Canvasses thee, thee in despair. 

Potent to hush the wave. 
Who in his bold Bithynian boat 
On wild Carpathian seas afloat. 

Beholds a yawning grave. 

Bough Dacians, Scythians wandering free, 
Cities, and nations bow to thee, 

Fierce Latium's warlike race, 
And mothers of barbarian kings ; 
Thy voice through ears despotic rings, 

Quaking in pride of place, 
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Lest spumed by thee the column fall, 
Kicked from its lofty pedestal, 

And thronging at thy beck 
** To arms, to arms ! " the people shout. 
And break with all the rabble rout 

The yoke from off their neck. 

Ever in front. Necessity 

Precedes thee with unflinching eye, 

Aloft in brazen hands 
Wielding stem characters of dread. 
Wedge, nail, strong clamp, and molten lead, 

Her adamantine bands. 

Hope, and rare Faith, her humble dress 
Clad all in white, beside thee press. 

Nor will she be denied. 
When thou in wrath and changed array 
From haughty mansions tak'st thy way, 

The enemy of pride. 

But back the fickle mob flies fast, 
The perjured harlot's love is past, 

And with what nimble feet 
(When very casks are now drained dry) 
'The shifty friends of summer fly, 

Adversity to cheat. 
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Gaard CsBsar sped with flag nnforled 
Against the Britons' far-off world, 

And guard that fresh-flown swarm. 
Our troops, that o'er the Bed Sea's coast 
And through the East, a Boman host, 

Spread panic and alarm. 

wounds still wet, and shame, and guilt 
Of brothers' blood by brothers spilt ! 

hard ! iron age ! 
Through the long catalogue of crimes 
We've run, forestalling future times ; 

Our greedy youths' mad rage, 

Unawed by any power divine. 
Spares not to ransack every shrine ; 

sharpen but once more 
The steel recast for better feat, 
To pierce the hostile Massagete, 

Or drink Arabian gore ! 



^ 
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XXXVII. 

"TWTOW freely drink, now freely bound 
-*-^ With dancing foot above the ground, 

*Tis time, companions, now 
The Salian priests abroad should spread 
Each god upon his cushioned bed, 

And festal dainties strow. 
To search the cobwebbed cellar's store 
And draw the wine was sin before, 

While with mad fury blind 
The queen our capitol defied, 
And for the empire far and wide 

Not less than death designed. 
She with her vile and evil crew, 
Effeminates, all dared to do, 

Too much her lips had quaffed 

Fortune's sweet wine, but those fierce fires 

And hopes all bred of hot desires 

And Mareotic draught 

4 
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Waxed less and less, when on that day 
One galley lone throngh flames made way, 

And soon with quailing lip, 
True terror painted on her face, 
She fled all haste from Csesar^s chase 

In solitary ship, 
Fast ranning from Italian shores 
As on he sped with eager oars, 

To bind fate's prize with chains ; 
(So doves fly hawks, so from the hound 
The speedy hare away will hound 

Through snowy HsBmon's plains.) 
She far more nobly bent to die, 
Gazed woman with no woman's eye 

Upon the naked blade. 
Disdainful too to hide her head 
To no concealing ambush fled 

With her quick sailors' aid : 
But dared with brow serene and clear 
Amid the ruins reappear 

Of her low-lying home. 
Handled sharp asps with full intent, 
Her blood with their rank venom blent, 

To sink by them o'ercome. 



I 
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With fierce delight the means she scanned 
Of death deliberately planned, 

Not she of royal mien 
On our rough decks, in captive place 
One born the victor's pride to grace. 

Still " every inch '* a queen. 



4—2 
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XXXVIII. 

T)OY, those Persian modes I hate, 
-■-^ Linden chaplets please me not ; 
Search no more, where blooming late 

Roses gild a curious spot. 
Cease so much laborious art, 

Simple myrtle charms alone, 
Suits thy ministering part, 

Me 'neath bound vines drinking prone. 
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I. 



rpHE civic strife and wars that date 
-*- From old Metellus* consulate, 

The sources whence they rose, 
And faulty plans, and Fortune's wheel, 
Those leagues whose dire effects we feel, 

Unexpiated woes 

Of blood lustration asking still. 
With art beyond a gambler's skill. 

You undertake to treat, 
Treading along a smouldering road 
Of flame with treacherous ashes strowed, 

A most adventurous feat I. 

Let thy grave Muse desert the stage, 
That meanwhile thy well-ordered page 

May history's tale unfold, 
Then once more down the Attic walk, 
Lofty tragedian, may'st thou stalk 

In buskin as of old. 
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The sad accused on thee rely, 

Proud tower of strength ; when thou art by, 

The fathers seek thy aid ; 
And, since Dahnatia routed ran, 
Pollio, thy brows for no brief span 

Triumphant laurels shade. 

E'en now thy comets fierce begin 
To firet the ear with shrillest din, 

Thy trumpets bray full near. 
E'en now the gleam of dreadful arms 
Alarms the swerving steed, alarms 

The rider's face of fear. 

I seem to hear great captains shout, 
To see them smeared in battle's rout 

With no ignoble dust, 
And all the world subdued, but still 
Thy one indomitable will, 

Cato, severely just. 

Juno, and every favouring power. 
That left in Afric's fatal hour 

The shores they could not save, 
An oflfering of late vengeance now 
Those self- same victors' grandsons vow 

Before Jugurtha's grave. 
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What plain but richer for our gore ? 
What plain but, tombstones rising o'er, 

Our impious fury shames ? 
The startled Mede forgets to fear, 
As ruin crashing through his ear 

Hesperia's doom proclaims. 

What gulf so fierce, what stream so far 
That ne'er has known some mournful war ? 

What ocean's glassy flood 
That has not at some time run red 
With Daunian deaths ? Where has not spread 

The wave of Boman blood ? 

But why give up the jocund stave, 
Bold Muse, to handle themes so grave ? 

Not thine this Cean dirge ; 
Where Venus' grot its shadow flings 
With me to less momentous things 

Thy own light measures urge. 
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II. 



SILVER no colour wears, thou foe 
To ore that miser earth conceals. 
My Crispus, but will brighter glow, 
As moderate use its sheen reveals. 

Long years shall Proculeius sing, 

Towards brothers who was more than sire, 
Fame hover round him on a wing. 

That no dissolving time can tire. 

Who tames his avaricious soul 

Shall wider rule, than if he swayed 

Libya and Spain with one control. 
And either Carthage subject made. 

Indulged the fearful dropsy grows, 
Thirst and its source together quell 

Within the veins, while water flows 

No art the tired puffed limbs makes well. 
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Of Cyras* throne though repossest, 
Virtue against the common voice 

Phraates strikes from roll of blest, 
Teaching the mob a wiser choice, 

And grants the kingly diadem 
Secure to him and special bays, 

Rich piles who viewing looks at them 
Unmoved, nor turns again to gaze. 
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A CONSTANT temper thine be seen, 
-^^ An equanimity serene, 

When difficulties press ; 
Nor, Dellius, made of mortal mould. 
Too loudly be the triumphs told 

Of insolent success. 
Whether by clouds of gloom o*ercast 
Thy melancholy life be passed. 

Or happier thou'st partook 
Of rich Falemum's oldest cask, 
Joyous on festal days to bask 

In some sweet country nook. 
Where poplar white and soaring pine 
Their hospitable boughs incline 

To lend a friendly shade. 
And the chafed streamlet hurries down 
*Mid banks, that half across it thrown 

The channel would invade. 
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Here wines and unguents bring, and oh ! 
Bring roses sweet while yet in blow, 

That have so short a date. 
While years and fortune still permit, 
And, pausing our black threads to slit. 

The sisters respite fate. 
Nor house, nor costly groves you'll save, 
Nor villa Tiber's amber wave 

Wets flowing on beneath ; 
Those costly pijes you vainly rear 
For him who will your honours wear 

When you are laid in death. 
Or rich and sprung from oldest king, 
Or but the meanest creeping thing 

That makes the sky his shed. 
It matters not — for all must die, 
Beneath the ruthless Pluto's eye 

Unransomed captives led ; 
All tread compulsion's path, for all, 
Or soon, or late, the lot shall fall 

From the revolving urn, 
The inevitable boat at hand 
To embark us waits an exiled band 

Doomed never to return. 
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IV. 

"VTAY, Xanthias, never be ashamed 

-^^ To love your maid, for, though a slave, 

Briseis fierc^ Achilles tamed 

With snowy charms that Venus gave. 

Captive Tecmessa*s beauty moved 

The son of Telamon, her lord, 
With hot desire Atrides loved 

The virgin, triumph of his sword ; 

When melting squadrons *gan to shirk 

The conquering Thessalian boy, 
And Hector's fall made easy work 

For weary Greeks to ruin Troy. 

Who knows but what your auburn fair 
To some rich parents make you son, 

Not less than queenly is her air 

Mourning proud sires by fate undone. 
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Deem not that from the vicious scam 
The maiden of your choice was bred, 

Such faith as hers could never come, 
Such scorn of pelf from vulgar bed. 

Arms, countenance, and slender legs 
Heartwhole I praise ; suspicious ? nay — 

My age exemption fairly begs, 

Whose fortieth year speeds swift away. 
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SEPTIMIUS bHthe with me to sail 
To Gades, or Cantabrian soil 
Untamed, or those wild Syrtes hail, 

Where Moorish billows ever boil : 
Tibur, by Argive hands upreared, 

may that be my seat of age ! 
Of land, of sea, of warfare tired. 

There may I end my pilgrimage. 
Or, if the harsh Fates disagree, 

To sweet Galesus I'll away. 
Whose skin-clad sheep crop Spartan lea 

Where old Phalantus once held swav. 
The pleasantest of all retreats, 

That little corner wins my eye. 
Whose honey not Hymettus beats, 

Whose olives with Venafran vie. 
There spring is long and winter warm 

By Jove's kind will, and Anion shows, 
Eich as Falemnm's clustering swarm. 

Her own bright grapes in glistening rows. 
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That spot, those happy cliffs invite 

Both me and thee, there shalt thoa bend 

Above my pyre in sacred rite, 
And duly weep thy poet friend. 
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VII. 

fTlRLED comrade mine in days of yore, 
-*- When we in Brutus' army bore 

War's last extremity, 
Who now has brought thee back again 
To thy home gods a citizen 

And this Italian sky, 
Pompey, my earliest friend ? say, 
With whom so oft I've whiled the day 

To " lingering motion bound " 
O'er merry wine, my shining locks 
With ointment from the Syrian box 

Luxuriously crowned. 
Philippi and that hasty flight 
With thee I shared, ah ! shameful plight, 

To leave my shield behind ! 
But Valour's self was routed then. 
And prone (sad sight) lay stalwart men 

With face to earth inclined. 
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But me with dense cloud covered o'er, 
Swiftly away my Mercury bore 

All trembling from the foe, 
You back into the sea of blood 
Were swept by the o'ertaking flood, 

Battle once more to know. 
Pay we the feast to Jove long owed. 
And be those weary limbs bestowed 

From war's long toils set free 
Beneath this laurel shade, nor spare 
From the glad cask to drink the share 

That I've reserved for thee. 
With wine's oblivious dose fill up 
Bight to the brim the polished cup. 

From the capacious shell 
Pour unguents, rich, and some one, quick, 
With bustling expedition pick 

Wet parsley's coronal, 
Or twine the myrtle, choose aright, 
Venus, our revels' lord to-night ; 

I will be very sane. 
Sober as Bacchanal of Thrace. 
Sweet madness is not out of place 

When Mends meet friends again. 
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T> ARINE, could'st thou ever be 

-^-^ One whit the worse for perjured oath, 

Could I one blacker tooth blit see, 

One nail of a less shapely growth — 
I'd hear — ^but you, when that you've bound 

With fresh vows your perfidious head, 
Shine forth much fairer, and around. 

Thy public guard, our youths are spread. 
Your mother's covered ashes cheat. 

And stars that glide by silent night 
Along the skies, a clever feat, 

And gods cold death may never blight. 
Venus herself laughs this, I say. 

Laugh simple nymphs, laughs Cupid fierce, 
With glowing shafts still bent to slay, 

Pointed on cruel stone to pierce. 
For thee alone fresh youths are bom. 

New slaves are thine, nor from the old. 
To leave thy wicked roof oft sworn. 

Dost thou relax thy constant hold. 
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Thee mothers fear and thri% sires 
For their young sons, and all in dread 

The newly wedded maiden tires, 
Waiting her lord by thee unsped. 
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IX. 

"VT OT always clouds pour endless rains 
-*^^ To trickle down the miry plains, 

The raffled Caspian Sea, 
Though long tormented by the blast, 
A tranquil surface sleeps at last, 

And sometimes too are &ee, 
Friend Yalgius, Armenian peaks 
From torpid ice, when winter breaks. 

Nor by the north winds torn 
Garganus' oaks for ever crash. 
Nor always mourns the mountain ash 

Its rifled leaves forlorn. 
But you with sad laments yet grieve 
For your dear Mystes* loss, nor leave 

Either when Hesper rise, 
Or when he setting spy afar 
The rapid sun's uprising car. 

Love's plaintive elegies. 
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Yet Nestor did not thus of yore, 
The loved Antilochus deplore 

Through his long tripled years, 
For youthful Troilus low-laid 
Parents and Phrygian sisters made 

An end at last to tears. 
Cease then at length thy soft laments, 
And sing we rather grand events 

To raise our Caesar's fame, 
New wonders hy our armies done, 
New trophies for Augustus won, 

And Home's extended name ; — 
Bugged Niphates now controlled, 
And that proud stream more gently rolled 

Mid the Mode's conquered grounds, 
Gelonians taught to curh their reins 
Within the limit of their plains 

And narrow licensed hounds. 
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X. 

"VT OT always, Licin, fondly strive 
■^^ Along mid ocean's depths to run, 
Nor yet on friendless lee-shore drive 

In reckless haste the storm to shun. 
The man who loves the golden mean 

From sordid household cares lives free, 
And free from sullen envy's spleen 

The palace of the great can see. 
The tallest pines winds toss and bend 

The most, and towers that highest rise 
To earth with loudest crash descend, 

To loftiest peaks the lightning flies. 
Not too cast down, nor too elate. 

He's well prepared in good or ill 
Who's ready for another fate : 

Jove pours deforming blasts at will, 
But calms them too ; to-morrow breaks 

More kindly for the gloom to-day ; 
His lyre long mute Apollo wakes, 

Nor always strings the bow to slay. 
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In difficulties bold and brave 

Play manhood's part, and when the gale 
Of fortune aU too blustering rave, 

Beef wise betimes the swelling sail. 
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XI. 



TTTHAT mischief those fierce races brew, 
' " Cantabrian and Scythian too, 

Cease, Qoinctius, cease to care. 
And while the Adriatic tide 
Thee from thy foes does well divide. 

All needless bustle spare 
For life, whose wants are few ; alas ! 
Light youth and grace, how soon they pass ! 

The bright loves' wanton train 
Fly fEir from withered age and hoar. 
That all too wakeful knows no more 

Soft slumber's easy chain. 
Not all the same shine flowers of spring. 
The moon is an inconstant thing. 

Nor shows one blushing face ; 
Then why o'ertask the weary mind 
With thoughts that leave her fax behind 

In vain eternal chase ? 
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Far better 'neath this plane-tree high 
Or this tall pine at ease to lie, 

And crown while still we may 
Our silvering locks with odorous rose, 
With nard that in Assyria grows 

Anointed drink away. 
'Tis Evius drowns in flowing bowl 
All gnawing cares that tease the soul ;• 

What ho ! boy, quickly bring 
A draught of water, crystal-clear. 
To cool this hot Falemian here 

From yon &esh dancing spring. 
And some one cleverly decoy 
That truant Lyde for our joy, 

Her and her ivory lyre, 
bid her hasten soon, that we 
The fair Laconian's knots may see. 

And all her art admire. 
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HE placed thee on nnlncky day 
Who placed thee first, a knave, I say, 

With sacrilegious hand ; 
The scandal of our village, he 
A peril to posterity 

First set thee in the land. 
He broke the neck, and did not grieve. 
Of his old father, I'd believe 

The tale if any tells, 
And sprinkled too with midnight gore 
Of some invited guest his floor. 

He's handled Colchian spells. 
Endowed with all capacity 
For crime who dared to set up thee. 

Thou sorry, sorry wood ! 
Yes, in my field to set thee up 
There on thy master's head to drop 

So innocent and good ! 
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What to avoid is never known, 
Nor cantion at all hours our own, 

Tyre's sailor sees with dread 
The Bosphoms, and flies in fear, 
Nor thinks another danger near 

Can hover o'er his head. 
Our soldiers shudder at the how 
Of their swift-flying Parthian foe, 

The trembling Parthian flees 
Chains and Italian prowess, still 
Chance fates have ravished, ravish will 

Us mortals as they please. 
The realms of dusky Proserpine, 
And judging iEacus divine 

How nearly have I seen. 
The seats of happy souls apart, 
Heard Sappho with iBolian art. 

In plaintive numbers keen. 
Of maids unmaidenly bewail. 
And thee, Alcseus, moving tale, 

Sound high on golden strings. 
Hard toils on shipboard that befel. 
Hard toils thy exile knew as well. 

Hard toils that battle brings. 
Attentive silence to prolong 
The shades admire each glorious song, 
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But the dense mob is fain, 
Shoulder to shoulder pressed, to hear 
Of fighting, and with eager ear 

Drink deep of tyrants' pain. 
What wonder, when those strains could charm 
The hundred-headed beast from harm. 

Its black ears smoothing down. 
And serpents twisted in the hair 
Of furies the enchantment share. 

Creatures of mildness grown? 
Prometheus' self and Pelops' sire 
Forget their cursed labours dire. 

Soothed by the magic sound; 
Stands still Orion from his chase 
Of lions, nor pursues apace 

The timid lynxes' bound. 
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XIV. 

OPOSTUMUS, Postumus, 
How swift the fleeting years glide by us, 

No piety can stay 
Time's wrinkling hand, old ere we know 
Gomes conqueror Death to lay us low, 

And claim his lawful prey. 
The tearless king no doom annuls^ 
Thoagh bribed with thrice a hundred bulls, 

One for each day that goes, 
Three-bodied Geryon in chains 
He keeps, and Tityos restrains 

Where that dull water flows, 
Whose wave indeed, or soon or late, 
We one and all must navigate 

On earth's kind gifts who feed. 
No matter whether kings we've been, 
Or poorest churls that e er were seen 

To till the soil for bread. 
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What though war*s hloody end we shan, 
Nor throngh hoarse Adrians perils mn 

Where hreakers toss in foam, 
And still in Aatnmn's sickly hoar 
Escape the halefol Auster's power 

Safe in a healthy home ; 
Still shall we see, no fisihled dream, 
'Creeping Cocytus' slow black stream, 

And Danans' evil race, 
The weary Sisyphus hehold 
Damned to his task for years untold 

The endless path retrace. 
All must be left, both lands and house, 
Andy dearer yet, the charming spouse. 

The trees he taught to wave 
Their short-lived master cease to own. 
Save gloomy cypresses alone 

Still rustling o'er his grave. 
For better heir your wine shall glow 
Kept with a hundred keys below, 

Grape of a finer juice 
Flung by his hand shall stain the floor, 
Than Pontiff e'er was known to pour 

At the gods' feasts profuse. 
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XVI. 

CAUGHT where -^gean waves spread wide 
For tranquil seas the captain prays, 
When blackest clouds the moon's face hide 

Nor star outshines with trusty rays. 
For peace mad warring Thracians cry, 

For peace the quiver-wearing Mede, 
But peace nor gems nor purple buy, 

Nor, Grosphus, gold, for them who need, 
Nor treasures — no — ^nor can control 

Consul with Hctors passing by 
The wretched tumults of the soul, 

And cares round vaulted roofs that fly. 
Well off he lives, whose slender board 

His sire's old salt-cellar makes bright, 
Nor fears, nor mean desires to hoard 

Break off his easy slumbers light. 
Why boldly aim so much to get 

We short-lived things ? Why far off flee 
To other lands ? What exile yet 

An exile from himself could be ? 

6 
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Care, sickly Care climbs brazen ships, 

Nor leaves behind the mounted crowds, 
Swifter than deer, or Enras' whips 

Driving along the huddled clouds. 
Glad with the present let the mind 

Spurn thought beyond, and temper woe 
With laughter soft, we nowhere find 

A perfect happiness below. 
Quick death the grand Achilles slew, 

Tithonus long survived to pine. 
And what the hour withholds from you 

Perchance it shall have rendered mine. 
Thou'st flocks in hundreds, and for thee 

Sicilian cows in hundreds low. 
Proud fillies toss their manes and neigh 

Well pleased within thy shafts to go. 
Robes double-dyed with Afiric*s stain 

Clothe thee ; my farm wise Destiny, 
My Grecian Muse*s slender strain. 

My scorn of Envy*s mob gave me. 
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"Vr OR ivory nor gold 

-^^ Gilds a groined roof my dazzled eyes to bless, 

Nor of Hymettian mould 
Proud capitals on splendid pillars press, 

Cut in far Afric. I, 
No heir of Attalus, have found a throne. 

Nor mine free clients vie 
To trail Laconian purples through the town ; 

Faith and a kindly ore 
Of genius I boast ; to my poor gate 

The rich man comes ; no more 
The gods I ask, nor friend of high estate, 

Blest under Sabine skies 
In my one farm, where day fast elbows day, 

And moon still re-bom dies. 
You at death's door cut marbles, pave away. 

All mindless of the tomb. 
And drive from Baiaa's sands the waves* wild roar. 

To give the earth more room, 
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Not rich if nature circumscribe the shore. 

What — ^will you leap across 
With aTarice rank the neighbour's altered bounds, 

Gaining your client's loss, 
The mournful exile of his little grounds ? 

Sire, wife, poor sons must go 
Bearing the folded household Gods away ; 

Yet this truth surely know — 
Thee, too, rich lord, upon thy destined day 

Shall Pluto grasp ; why then 
Striy'st thou for aught beyond ? impartial earth 

Opens to poorest men 
And to the loftiest sons of royal birth : 

Prometheus in those deeps 
Won not hell's satellite with crafty bribe ; 

Proud Tantalus he keeps 
In that stronghold and Tantalus' whole tribe ; 

But the tired beggar, freed 
From all his toils and all his woes at rest, 

Called or not called at need 
He bids him go enfranchised now and blest. 
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XIX. 

T) ACCHUS I saw on rocks remote, 

-■-^ Teaching his songs (think not I dote, 

Headers in days to come). 
The nymphs were listening around, 
And goat-hoofed satyrs at the sound 

Pricking sharp ears stood dumb. 

Evoe ! the awe is on me still. 
My soul all Bacchus* terrors fill 

With fearful pleasure glad, — 
Evoe ! but. Liber, spare, spare ! 
Dread thyrsus-wielding god, forbear 

Lest I indeed go mad I 

I will, for leave is mine, recount 

The headstrong Thyiads, and the fount 

Of flowing wine, I will 
Sing streams where milk is to be drunk. 
And celebrate each hollow trunk 

Whence honied drops distil. 
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To hymn thy West spouse what dehars, 
That added hononr of the stars ? 

Or the fierce blast that laid 
The scattered roofs of Pentheus low ? 
Thracian Lycurgus' overthrow, 

And the sad end he made ? 

The rivers as you order, wind, 

The barbarous sea 'tis yours to bind. 

And moistened well with wine 
On cliffs afar you twist the snake. 
Then your own Bacchants' tresses take 

And harmlessly entwine. 

You, when the giants' impious crew 
To scale your fiather's heaven flew. 

Amid the loud alarms 
Hurled Ehoetus back, a lion's claw 
And bone that once had been his jaw 

Wielding, nor other arms. 

Though for the dance and pleasure meant, 
And sport and play your element, 

Few deemed you fitly bom 
To take a foeman's part, not less 
Of peace and war you bore the stress. 

An umpire none might scorn. 
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You fair with horn of gold heheld 
The harmless Cerherus strangely mild 

And gently wagged his tail, 
And while your footsteps still retreat 
With threefold tongue both legs and feet 

Still licked he without fail. 
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XX. 

TTTTTH neither vnlgar wing nor weak 
^ » Will I the liquid aether seek, 

A bard of doable make ; 
Nor on the earth now linger more, 
But high above the envious soar, 

And peopled towns forsake. 

Though bom the son of poverty, 
I shall not die, I shall not die. 

Whom you, Maecenas, call 
" Beloved," your friend I shall not go 
Where the cold waves of Styx below 

Encompass and enthrall. 

See rough skins settle (wondrous sight !) 
Along my legs, a bird all white 

Above I'm changing fast ; 
Where shoulders and where fingers were 
Soft feathers sprouting me prepare 

To breast the speedy blast. 



BOOK 11. 89 

Lo ! swift as Icarus I'll fly, 
And see the Bosphorus from high 

Beating its shores in haste, 
GsBtulian Syrtes, warbling bird, 
Next hail, and then afar be heard 

O'er Hyperborean waste. 

Colchis, and Dacia me shall know. 
Who veils her dread of Marsian foe, 

Bemote Gelonians own ; 
The lettered sons of Spain shall learn 
My songs, and they too in their turn 

Who drink the waves of Rhone. 

Away vain honours of the dead ! 
Nor dirge, nor weak lament be said, 

Sound no unmanly stave ! 
Hushed be the clamour of the tomb. 
Superfluous pageantry give room, 

A poet has no grave ! 
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TTENCE hateful crowd profane, away ! 
■' * Let sacred silence here hold sway ; 

Strains never heard before, 
The Muses' hallowed priest I sing, 
That youths and maidens listening 

May piously adore. 

Kings rule their own flocks fearfully. 
O'er kings themselves rules Jove on high 

With his imperial rod. 
Who glorious crushed the giants' power, 
And from that proud triumphant hour 

Moves all things by his nod. 

This man to plant his trees apart 
Wider than that has set his heart, 

A second's older birth 
More votes perchance shall win, a third, 
Ambitious still to be preferred, 

Belies on real worth 
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And solid fame, whilst others count 
More clients, and to power woald mount. 
Necessity the same 

To high and low allots one law, 
Impartial still from urn to draw 
Eyery revolving name. 

He, o'er whose guilty neck is hung 
The naked sword, with tasteless tongue 

Sits at Sicilian feast, 
Vainly for him kings* cooks may tire. 
Nor singing hird, nor sounding lyre 

Back to his tortured breast 

Bring sleep the wanderer ; gentle sleep 
Disdaining not his watch to keep 

In the poor herdsman's cot. 
Disdaining not to find his way, 
Where zephyr-hunted shadows play 

In Tempe, favoured spot. 

He who desires enough, nor more 
All unperturbed may hear the roar 

Of the tumultuous sea ; 
See fierce Arcturus as he set. 
Or stormy kid emerging wet 

With no anxiety. 
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The vineyard laid by lashing hail, 
Crops that to keep their promise fail, 

The tree that blames in torn 
The showery skies, the flaming stars 
That scorch the field, the wintry wars, 

He'll view with unconcern. 

The fishes feel seas narrower made, 
While in the deep vast piles are laid, 

And every day comes down 
Some new contractor's servile horde 
To build for ocean's eager lord 

Of earth fastidious grown. 

But Fear and Danger's threatening mien 
Behind his back to climb are seen. 

Nor fi:om the brazen prow 
Will Care's black figure ever flit. 
Behind the saddle trained to sit 

And cloud the rider's brow. 

What then, if neitlier Phrygian stone. 
Nor star-bright purples check the groan. 

And grief, to soothe, so hard 
Melt not beneath Falernum's wine. 
Nor when the perfumed tresses shine 

With Achaemenian nard ; 
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Why with iDTidious porch on high 
In latest fashion should I try 

A mansion prond to build ? 
Barter my little Sabine farm 
For luxury's deceitful charm 

And wealth with troubles filled ? 
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QCHOOLED in the soldier's rugged art, 
'^ Let our brave youth with cheerful heart 

Endure the poor man's woes, 
And check fierce Parthians' advance 
Low levelling a deadly lance, 

The terror of his foes. 

Still make his tent the open air, 
Li perils' need be first to dare, 
All dreadful to the queen. 
That &om the battlements looks down 
Of her beleaguered husband's town, 

» 

Dreadful by virgin seen 

Who sighs, ** Alas may never now 
The royal partner of my vow. 

Rude to the shock of arms, 
Provoke that fiery lion's ragej 
Whose thirst for blood naught can assuage, 

Whom death and slaughter charms." 
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Sweet, glorious is the patriot's death ; 
Bat mnaways shall yield their breath, 

For fate is on their track, 
That never spares the coward knees 
Of the unwarlike knave who flees, 

Nor the turned timid back. — 

True Worth will never basely turn ; 
Her lights unclouded ever bum. 

She lifts not, nor puts down 
The axes as the people please. 
The minion of their fickle breeze. 

The creature of their frown. 

earn but immortality. 

And Worth shall open heaven high 

Forcing the path denied ; 
From vulgar crowds away she springs 
And this moist earth on soaring wings. 

All obstacles defied. 

To sacred silence too belongs 

Its own reward : who Ceres wrongs, 

Making her secrets known. 
Beneath my roof he ne'er may be 
A guest, nor loosed from shore with me 

The same light shallop own. 



BOOK III. 99 



Full oft the slighted lord of day 
Hath swept the innocent away 

And sinners in one net ; 
And though she lamely lag behind, 
Guilt stalking far in front shall find 

Vengeance o'ertake him yet. 



7—2 
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III. 

TT7H0 firmly keeps his purposed end 
^ ^ No madness of the mob shall bend 

With their depraved commands, 
No scowling despot's fierce control 
Shake the strong centre of his soul, 

Nor rising o'er the lands 

Auster, rough Adria's stormy king, 
Nor Jove with all his thundering 

And deadly right arm bared, 
If earth in shivered fragments fall, 
Her ruins still shall be his pall, 

And cover him unscared. 

No other arts had learnt than these 
Pollux and roaming Hercules 

The starry arch to gain, 
'Mid whom reclined Augustus sips 
The juice of nectar with his lips 

Deep-dyed of purple stain. 



) 
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And tigers thus deservedly, 

Sire Bacchus, bowed their necks for thee, 

Untaught to stoop before. 
And dr«w thy car along — thus too 
On steeds of Mars Quirinus flew 

From Acheron's dark shore. 

What time to gods in council met 
From Juno's lips fell accents sweet : — 

** Ilion lost, lost! 
A fated arbiter impure 
And foreign dame have buried sure 

Thy empire in the dust. 

" Thus did the cheated gods exact 
Their vengeance for the broken pact 

Laomedon's false gage. 
When race and fraudful lord- were doomed 
Consigned to me to be consumed 

And chaste Minerva's rage. 

** Shines not the guest of shameless brow 
Before his Spartan leman now 

Nor Priam's perjured stock, 
Achseans rushing to the light, 
May find a second Hector's might 

To break that deadly shock. 
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" But lengthened by our fends, the wars 
Have ceased at last, and I to Mars 

Do here forthwith restore, 
My wrath appeased, the child of fate. 
And grandson of my ancient hate, 

Him that Troy's priestess bore. 

^' I will not bar the shining seats, 
Here let him in these high retreats 

Quaff the rich nectar's juice, 
'Mid peaceful gods here let him be 
Enrolled our last new deity 

From mortal trammels loose : — 

'^ So still 'twixt nion and Borne 
Long waves of hostile ocean foam. 

Blessed be the exile race 
And lord it kings where'er they will. 
So Priam's, Paris' tombstone still 

The herds in wanton chase 

*' Bun trampling o'er, and wild beasts there 
Securely breed in lonely lair — 

Yes, in its shining pride 
Stand Bome's high capitol, and she 
The Mede a lawful subject see. 

Her sword in vain defied. 
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" To lands remotest let her spread 
Her name's far sound, a name of dread, 

Where intermediate seas 
Europe from Africa divide, 
Where through his fields on either side 

Nile's swelling waves increase : 

** Still proud to spurn the hidden gold 
Not dragged as yet from earth's dark hold, 

And better hidden still, 
Than snatched from thence with lawless hand 
And force naught sacred may withstand 

To work man's evil will. 

" The settled boundaries of the world 
These let her reach with flag unfurled. 

Exulting on her throne, 
Where tropic suns in fury glare. 
Or cloudy mists enshroud the air, 

Rain pelts in torrents down. 

" But shun ye warrior Romans fate 
Hearing these terms which I dictate, 

That ye should never dare 
Too fondly duteous, or vain 
Through arrogant success, again 

Ancestral Troy repair. 
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'' Tot sLonId Ttgt see another mam 
Whh ii:rjmx:fiil auispices rc-bom. 

Shell set in darkest gloom. 
When I, JoTe'a dster and his wi£^, 
Renewing the TictGiioiis strife, 

Decree her night of doom. 

'' Thrice let her raise her brazen wall 
With Pho&bas' aid, thrice shall it fall 

Beneath my Argires' blow. 
Thrice shall the wife in banishment 
From husband and from diildren rent 

Weep them in death laid low." 

Not these the themes for sportire Ijre, 
AMiither, mv mnse, dost thon aspire '? 

This daring strain give o*er. 
The gods discoursing loftiest things 
Bat ill accord with trivial strings. 

Aim not so high to soar. 
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IV. 

T7IR0M heaven descend thy pipe to take 

-■- And lengthened melody awake, 
Queenly Calliope ; 

Or, if the strings of Phoebus please, 

And cithern, then sing thou to these 

In clear-voiced harmony. 

Hear ye ? or, fond delusion's sport, 
Does grateful madness fire my thought ? 

I seem to hear, to stray 
Through groves, the haunt of pious souls. 
Where the wave musically rolls, 

And breezes lightly play. 

Me, as I lay on Vultur's floor. 
Beyond my nurse Apulia's door, 

Apulian Vultur's steep, 
The legendary doves were seen 
To cover with fresh leaves of green. 

Tired boy with play and sleep. 
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A miracle for all to tell 

On Acherontian heights who dwell, 

The nest amid the hills, 
Or in the Bantian glades, or where 
Forentum's lowly lands appear, 

Bich glebes the farmer tills. 

How from black vipers safe and sound 
And ngly bears that prowled around 

Sleep did me soft enfold, 
How laureFs, myrtle's sacred boughs 
Were twined around the childish brows 

Of one the gods made bold. 

Yours, Muses, yours, aloft I rise 
To Sabine peaks that near the skies, 

With you glad take my way 
To cool Praeneste, or the falls 
Of Tibur, or where BaisB calls 

With fresh outspreading bay. 

Dear to your dances and your springs 
Not me Philippi's broken wings. 

Not that accursed tree 
Extinguished, as it sudden fell. 
Nor the lost pilot's waves that swell 

In the Sicilian sea. 
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But be with me, and I will hail, 
Bold mariner with wilHng sail. 

Mad Bosphorus' fierce roar ; 
But be with me, and I will wend 
Through those parched deserts that extend 

From the Assyrian shore. 

Britons inhospitably wild 

I'll visit, Concans scarce more mild. 

That drink the horse's blood ; 
Quivered Gelonians will I seek 
Unhurt, and where from distant peak 

Rolls down the Scythian flood. 

Great Caesar, when he has restored 
His cohorts weary with the sword. 

Each lo their native spot, ^ 

And hopes to reap his labours' fruit, 
'Tis your high office to recruit 

In the Pierian grot. 

Kind wisdom gently ye instil, 

Well pleased with who obey yoilr will ; 

Ah ! know we not the tale — 
How Titans, a fierce impious crew, 
The bolts down-rushing overthrew 

Of him they would assail ? 
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Who sluggish earth controls, controls 
Ocean heneath the winds that rolls, 

Cities, and anxious kings. 
And roles with high impartial hand 
The gods and every mortal hand. 

Imperial lord of things. 

Yet Jove had filled with dread alarms 
Those horrid youths' fierce upraised arms 

In confidence of might. 
And brothers dragging from its base 
Pelion with purpose fell to place 

On dark Olympus* height. 

But what availed Typhceus' power. 
Stout Mimas, or like lofty tower 

Porphyrion's stature high? 
Khcetus could naught, and bold in vain 
Enceladus trunks torn amain 

Bade for his javelins fly ; 

Against resounding Pallas' shield 
Harmless they rushed, untaught to yield ; 

Here eager for the foe 
Stood Vulcan, matron Juno there, 
And he whose constant shoulders wear 

The ne'er abandoned bow, 
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Who laves his flowing tresses free 
In the pure dew of Castaly, 

Where Lycian forests nod, 
Worshipped, and in his native grove 
Apollo sued by pious love, 

Delos' and Patara's god. 

Force thoughtless falls by its own weight, 
Force tempered is the gods' delight. 

And waxes by their grace <; 
Not less his wicked strength they hate, 
Whose impious heart and evil pate 

All sinfulness embrace. 

Let hundred-handed Gyges be 
Witness for my veracity, 

And prove these maxims' truth. 
Chaste Dian's bold assailer too 
Her virgin arrows overthrew, 

Orion, hapless youth. 

Earth grieves o'er monsters cast, her, own, 
And for her sons still heaves the groan 

To lurid Orcus hurled 
By blazing bolt, <the restless fire 
Gnaws Etna with a vain desire 

To win the upper world. 
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On Tityus incontinent, 

Guilt's warder, preys the bird first sent 

That never thence will moye ; 
Three hundred chains Pirithous bind 
To teach too late his grievous mind 

The sin of lawless love. 
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V. 



rpHE ruler of the skies above 

-■- We deem is thunder-dealing Jove ; 

A present god below, 
Who's added Britain to his yoke, 
And Persian obstinacy broke, 

Augustus shall be now. 

* 

Has Crassus* trooper lived at ease. 
Striving a foreign spouse to please. 

Owning a Mede for king ? 
Grown old in arms and foreign pay ? 
(0 senate ! our altered day 

Permitting such a thing !) 

A Marsian or Apulian, he 
Stoops his foe's son-in-law to be, 

Forgetting in far lands 
Ancilia, civic rights, and name, 
Eternal Vesta's quenchless flame, 

And Jove rules, and Rome stands ! 
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This, wisely provident of old, 
The constant Eegulus foretold. 

Spuming conditions base. 
Nor suffered his own age to draw 
Vile precedents as binding law 

To hurt a future race — 

Should a weak pity's ransom save 
Warriors in chains, no longer brave ; — 

** I saw," he cried, ** woe ! 
Our flags in Punic temples reared, 
And from our soldiers all unfeared 

Arms torn without a blow. 

*^ This have I seen, and seen aghast, 
Their fettered hands behind bound fast. 

The backs of free-bom men ; 
Gates open, where the foe we chased, 
And fields, that once our troops laid waste, 

Covered with crops again. 

** The ransomed soldier will return 
Braver forsooth ! and fiercer bum ! 

No, no — his loss ye add. 
Disgrace is not enough to bear. 
The fleece if stained will never wear 

The hues that once it had. 
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" And noble virtue falls for aye 
In coward souls of meaner clay, 

Once driven from her seat — 
If rescued from the coiling net, 
On battle the deer's heart be set, 

His too perchance may beat, 

** Though traitorous captors taught to trust, 

« 

For a new war to crush to dust 

His Carthaginian foe. 
Who's felt the thongs that tied his arms 
With pulse unstirred, and dread alarms 

Of death's descending blow. 

** He, all unconscious of the source 
Whence life should draw its living force. 

Hates war and peace alike ; 
shame ! Carthage, towering high 
Above this ruin Italy 

That struck at dares not strike ! " 

'Tis said, that from his lips he moved 
The chaste pure kiss of her he loved. 

From little sons turned rouiid. 
As one whose civic rights were gone, 
And fixed his manly gaze like stone 

Severely on the ground. 

8 
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Till he conld steel by eonnsels braTe 
That none before or after gave 

The wavering senate's mind, 
Then passing by each weeping friend, 
His way with lonely footsteps wend 

And glorious exile find. 

Yet clearly rose before his view 
All that the barbarous foe would do, 

Slow tortures' cruel art ; 
Not less he marches to his fate 
From relatives and mob that wait 

Forbidding him to start ; 

As though some client's business done , 
At last, and weaiy lawsuit won, 

He would awhile retreat 
Into Yenafran fields, or where 
Tarentum breathes a fresher air, 

Lacedaemonian seat. 



BOOK III. 115 



M 



vn. 

OURN not, Asterie, for early spring 

Shall waft him back on white Favonius' wing 
Bich with Bithynian ware 
Thy constant boy, the rare 



Gyges ; to Oricum by soath winds borne, 
When the wild goat was rising, he forlorn 

Cold loveless nights outwears 

Wakeful with many tears. 

Him tells the agent of the eager dame 

Of Ghloe's sighs, of wretched Ghloe's flame, 

Your flame that heats her heart. 

And tempts all wiles and art. 

How Prcetus, hearkening to his lying wife 
Heaping false charges, would have ta'en the life 

Of young Bellerophon 

Too chaste, he dwells upon. 

8—2 
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He tells of Peleus, how so nearly slain 
He flies Hippolyte, and flies in vain, 

And falsifies events 

To evil precedents : — 

Vainly ; heart-whole he hears the words till now, 
Deafer than rocks to what they mean. Bat thou 

Beware, lest thee too kind 

Neighbour Enipeus find. 

Though no so witching horseman bend as he 
The steed down Mars's plain, a sight to see. 

No swimmer can divide 

So swift the Tuscan tide. 

Shut up the house at dusk, and safe retreat. 
Nor gaze to hear the shrill fife down the street. 

And to his chiding vain 

Impregnable remain. 
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IX. 



HORACE. 



WHILE still thy face wore smiles for me, 
Nor youth more loved around that 
nect of snow 
Twined his dear arms caressingly, 
Not Persia's king such hliss as mine might know. 

LYDIA. 

Unwarmed by any other flame 
Ere Chloe yet to Lydia you preferred, 

Thy Lydia with extended name 
Of Boman Ilia carelessly I heard. 

HORACE. 

Chloe, fair Thracian, rules me now, 
Sweet songs she sings, skilled mistress of the lyre, 

For her to death I'd fearless bow. 
Might she live on exempted from the pyre. 



118 ODES OF HORACE. 

Heat of mntual love I share 
For Calais, Thracian Omytus' sweet son, 

doable death for him I'd bear, 
Could from the fates the boy's reprieve be won. 

HORACE. 

What if old love come back again 
To join the estranged in brazen yoke once more, 

If yellow Chloe I disdain. 
And cast-off Lydia find an open door ? 

LYDIA. 

Though he be brighter than a star. 
Thou light as cork, with rage that swells more high 

Than Adria's watery war, 
With thee I'd love to live, with thee glad die. 
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XI. 



"11 T AY Mercury, who whilome taught 
-^*-L Amphion building as he sang, 
And cunning shell with music fraught 
From seven answering strings that rang, 

Not once so sweetly vocal — now 
At festive board, in temples hailed, 

Let sounds to conquer Lyde flow, 
And win her stubborn ears assailed. 

In spacious plain she bounds at will 

A filly fearing to be broke. 
Of nuptials inexperienced still 

Nor brooking a bold husband's yoke. 

Thou leadest tigers, woods along, 
Thou canst the hurrying river stay ; 

And when he heard thy melting song. 
The dreadful doorkeeper gave way, — 
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Cerberus, though round his -furies' head 
A hundred snakes stand sentinels, 

And from his triple jaws are shed 
Foul breath, and gory venom wells. 

Nay but Ixion, Tityos too 

Inyoluntary smiled, their pail 
Stood briefly dry, while sounds so new 

The weary Danaids* ears regale. 

Those virgins' crime and well-known task 
Let Lyde hear, how from below 

The wave escapes the empty cask, 

And the sure fates that guilt shall know, — 

Howe'er delayed — beyond the grave — 

Fierce guilt what worse could time reveal ? 

Then theirs the impiously brave. 

Who bridegrooms slew with ruthless steel ? 

One of them all, worthy alone 

To wed, with peijnry sublime 
Grandly did her false sire disown, 

A virgin noble to all time, — 

Who to her youthful spouse, " Rise, rise ! " 
Cried, *' lest a boon of endless sleep 

Unguessed be thine, haste, cheat their eyes, 
Sire's, sisters' fell, fierce ward who keep. 
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*' Like dreadful Konesses they 

Single their victims, horrid sight ! 
On thee more soft I will not prey, 

Nor hold thee prisoned from the light. 

** My father me with chains may gall, 
Whose mercy spared a spouse forlorn, 

Me may he banish far &om all 
To distant fields Nomidian borne. 

** Go with swift feet and happy gale. 
While night and Venus favour, — go. 

With prosperous omens, this sad tale 
Grave on our tomb for all to know.'* 
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xin. 

CLEARER than glass Bandnsia's crystal spring, 
Fitly for thee sweet wine, fresh flowers they bring, 
I too to-morrow mom 
A kid, whose budding horn 

The rising jealousies of love proclaims ; 
Vainly — for, destined to far other aims, 

The wanton youngling's blood 

Stains redly thy pure flood. 

Midsummer's sultry star, the scorching pest. 
Ne'er flnds out thee, beside whose cool wave rest 

Tired with his plough, the ox. 

And the stray rambling flocks. 

Among the famous fountains shalt thou be, 
^Vhen my song tolls the glory of that tree. 

The hollow rocks' high crown. 

Whence thy waves babble down. 
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XVI. 

A TOWER of brass walled Danae round, 
-^^ Strong doors, and many a watchful hound 
In gloomy ward to keep her sound 

From nightly rover bold : 
But Jove's and Venus* scorn defied 
Acrisius' fears the maid to hide, 
And forced a ready pathway wide, 
The god turned into gold. 

Gold rides 'mid the attendant band, 
Nor rocks its bursting powers withstand 
More potent than the lightning's brand : — 

Fell Argive seer and race 
Overwhelmed for gain, the Macedonian 
Split city gates, and by this plan 
His rivals undermined, gifts can 

Turn captains fierce from chase. 

Care follows money's growing heap 
And thirsty avarice ; — ^to leap, 
MsBcenas, to fame's lofty steep. 

Thou, the knights' grace, I shrank — 



124 ODES OF HORACE. 

And. well — ^for self-deniars share 
The gods increase, let me seek bare 
Contentment's camp, deserter rare 
From wealth's ambitious rank : 

The nobler lord of slighted gain. 
Than if for me the patient swain 
Reaped all Apulia's fertile plain. 

Still poor 'mid countless hoards. 
A fresh pure stream, a field i' the shade 
Of woods, my hopes by crops repaid,— 
I quite forget thus happy made 

Rich Afric's shining lords. 

Though mine no bees Calabrian are, 
No wine in Lsestrygonian jar 
Sicken, nor Gallic pastures far 

Whiten the plump sheep's fleece : 
But pressing want keeps off my door. 
And did I ask, thoii'dst give me more, 
My wishes lessened to my store. 

Thus apter to increase, 
Than if to Alyattes' plains 
Mygdon's I joined ; who still seek gains 
Have many needs, blest who obtains 

God's sparing gifts, and peace. 
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xvm. 

"piAUNUS, of fleet nymphs the lover, 
-^ Through my fields and sunny banks 
Trip a kind and gentle rover, 

Spare my young and earn my thanks. 

If a tender kid I proffer 

At the year's close, flowing wine 
To the friend of Venus offer, 

Sweetly smoke your ancient shrine ; 

Herds in grassy plains are straying. 
Back thou bring*st December's nones, 

All the festal hamlet playing, 
See the ox too leisure owns. 

Roams the wolf 'mid lambkins bounding. 
Rustic leaves woods for thee shed, 

Joys the clown with speed astounding, 
Thrice to spurn earth 'neath his tread. 
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xxn. 

WARDER maid of hiU and grove, 
Who the young wives lahouring hear'st, 
Thrice invoked death to remove, 
Goddess, triple shape that wear'st ; 

Thine this pine, my villa's shade ; 

Glad each year's end for thy sake 
I'll with hoar's blood tinge the blade 

Learning his side-thmst to make. 



I 
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xxm. 

"OUT slanting hands to heaven lift, 
-■-^ Bring, rustic Phidyle, thy gift, 

When the young moon is bom, 
Pay to the household gods thy vow 
Of frankincense, and sleekest sow. 

And seasonable com ; — 

Unscorched by Afric's deadly gale 
Thy fruitful vine shall never fail. 

No blight shall hurt thy crop, 
Nor shalt thou see through baleful power 
In fruitful autumn's sickly hour 

Thy tender younglings drop. 

On snowy Algidus they rear 
For solemn sacrifice the steer 

'Mid groves of holm and oak, 
On richest Alban pastures feed 
The ox a victim soon to bleed 

Beneath the pontifTs stroke. 
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To thee it not belongs at all 

On heaven with endless vows to call 

And freqnent slaughtered sheep, 
Thy gods, if thou but wreathe their brows 
With rosemary and myrtle boughs, 

Glad watch will o'er thee keep. 

No costly offering be thine, 

But touch with spotless hand the shrine. 

And homely deities. 
With sumptuous gift implored in vain, 
Thy pious cmmb and hopping grain 

Shall all propitious please. 



BOOK nr. 120 



XXIV. 

rpHOUGH all thy shining hoards exceed 
-*- Rich India's, rich Arabia's virgin soil, 

Nor sea above, below is freed 
From those proud buildings of incessant toil ; 

Let but sharp fate's strong hand drive home 
Her wedge of adamant to crush thy pride, 

Thy soul, fear's slave all time to come, , 
Shall never from death's noose escape provide. 

Better roaming Scythians live 
Wheeling thair waggon homes along the plain, 

And Getans* no less hardy hive 
Whose measureless champaigns yield plenteous giain, 

Their common earth's free gift to all ; 
More than his year will none the portion till, 

Loosed then, another comes to thrall 
Bequeathed a lot successive to fulfil. 

There a new mother to the house, 
The step-dame rules o'er orphans harmlessly. 

No dowried wife commands her spouse, 
Heard for a handsome paramour to sigh. 

9 
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In virtue rich inherited 
And chastity so fearful of a stain 

Their troth they keep to him they wed, 
Voting it sin to fail, or death a gain. 

would one see by him controlled 
Our impious brawls, and civic fiiry still, 

'^ Sire of the state,'' grand name behold 
Carved on his bust, lo ! with imperial will 

Wild licence let him dare to tame. 
And win hereafter, for alas ! we hate 

Worth's Hving form, that glorious fame 
With which the lost all vie to venerate. 

Ah I what do weak laments avail 
If punishment kill not the root of crime ? 

What too are laws, when morals fail, 
Void of their use ? since neither tropic climo 

Beneath the fervent heats aglow, 
Nor parts that border on the icy gale. 

And regions cased in snow 
Drive back the merchant, with his baffling sail 

Skilled o'er the roughest sea to ride. 
])isgraceful poverty whom none will own, 

To toils, to crimes still stoops our pride, 
And virtue's steep ascent forbears alone. 

Quick to the Capitol, and there devote, 
Where fickle mobs ring clamorous applause. 
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Or where the nearest billows float, 
Drown deep our gems and stones, and that worst cause 

Of sin, gold idly glittering. 
'Tis best repented of our evil ways 

By crushing lust an embryo thing 
Yet ere its birth ; aspire we too to raise 

Soft minds by an exalted course 
Of rougher studies : What ? the well-born youth 

Uneasy cannot sit his horse, 
And fears the chase, a gamester skilled forsooth ! 

Preferring now the Grecian hoop, 
And now, though vetoed by the laws, the dice. 

Whilst his perfidious sire will stoop 
Partner, or friend, or guest (nor count it vice) 

To cheat, and thus his worthless heir 
Enrich, for alien to virtue still 

Money must grow, — with all our care 
To pile, the heap ne'er satisfies the will. 



9—2 
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xxvn. 

rnHE omen of a screeching owl, 
-■- Or pregnant fox, or bitch precede, 
Gray wolf from steep Lannyium howl 
The wicked on their way to lead ; 

Snake spoil the jonmey just began, 
Like arrow sped across the road, 

And scare the nags. From eastern son, 
I, all an angnr's care bestowed 

For one I love, will charm with prayer, 
Ere the divining bird of storm 

Back to his standing pool repair, 
The croaking raven's welcome form. 

happy, roam where'er you please. 

Nor, Galatea, me forget. 
No woodpecker on lefthand tease. 

No random crow yoor voyage fret. 
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But see with what a stir and swell 

Orion sets I black Adrians bay, 
Alas I I know, and all too well 

lapyx' fair deceitful day. 

May rising Auster turn his power 

On wives and children of our foes, 
'Gainst them dark ocean hideous roar. 

And lash the banks with fearful blows. 

Thus trusting to the crafty bull 

The fair Europa fled of old. 
But o'er the sea with monsters full 

And all the fraud paled erst so bold. 

Flowers culling in the meads she stood 

But now, and wove the nymphs their crown ; 

Soon naught but stars and waters viewed 
And dusky twilight travelling down. 

Who, soon as hundred-citied Crete 

She touched — ejaculated — " Sire, 
Alas ! for daughter's name unmeet, 

Love filial scorched in passion's fire, 

" Whence have I come ? lost imaid — to die 

Were light — am I awake to weep 
A foul offence ? or sportively 

Me spotless still in dreamy sleep 
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^* Mocks some false image from the gate 
Of ivory fled 9 o'er waves to go, 

Long waves was that a hotter fate, 
Or pick the flowers in hndding row ? 

** to my rage that shameful steer 
Would some one grant, the steel I'd drive. 

And horns just now that were so dear 
To hreak in twain I would contrive. 

** Shameless I left my father's roof, 
Shameless the doom of death delay, 

gods that hear my self-reproof, 
Me naked set in lions' way; 

" Ere ugly leanness waste this cheek 
So fair, and rich hlood ehhing quit 

My tender form, let tigers seek 
Me for their prey, young, heauteous yet. 

** * Vile, vile Europe !' — absent sire, 
I hear thee cry, * from death still free, 

To break that neck tho' both conspire 
Yon bough and sash well sped with thee ,, 

** * Or would you choose sharp-set to kill 
The pointed rocks, trust me, the gale 

Will bear you quick, or to falfil 

A bondmaid's task, 'twere best to veil 
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** * Your royal blood, of foreign lord 

The slave or worse.' " Arch Venus smiled, 

Traitress, to hear each bitter word, 
And with his slackened bow her child. 

Then, finishing the game, she spoke — 

** This ire and fretful temper end. 
And presently beneath thy yoke 

'Tis thine the loathed bull's horns to rend. 

** Spouse of king Jove, and know'st it not ? 

Give o'er vain sobs, and learn to bear 
Exalted fortune's splendid lot. 

Divided earth thy name shall wear." 
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XXIX. 

T\ESCENDANT of Tyrrhenian kings, 
-■-^ For thee all hospitable things, 

Maecenas, long I hoard ; 
A cask nnbroached of softest wine, 
Rose leaves around thy brows to twine, 

And sweetest perfumes stored, 

Fresh from the nut ; — ^then scorn delay, 
From Tibur, ever moist, away, 

And cease to gaze upon 
The lands from ^sula that fall. 
Or stretching hills that yet recal 

The parricidal son. 

The wealth that breeds disgust desert, 
And those proud piles that would assert 

A place above the clouds. 
Divert thine eyes, that never tire 
Rome's smoke and prosperous hum to admiri}, 

And all her bustling crowds. 
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Oft to the rich change grateful comes, 
Clean sappers of our frugal homes 

Beneath a modest roof, 
From the smoothed brow have driven cares, 
Chasing the wrinkles unawares 

'Gainst purple hangings proof. 

Lo ! now Andromeda's bright sire 
Reveals again his hidden fire, 

Fierce Procyon rises now, 
And with the summer's parching days 
The rampant lion's star ablaze 

Returns in hottest glow. 

Tired shepherds with their languid sheep 
To shady spot and river creep. 

Or some cool sylvan nook — 
The rough god's haunt — ^while calm and fair 
No truant breath of ruffling air 

Wakes silent bank and brook. 

You, filled with noble state-concern, 
For ever anxious toss and turn, 

First for thy Rome to hear 
What mischief Serians next may do. 
What plots the lords of Orient brew. 

Wild Scythians' discord fear 



138 ODES OF HOBACE. 

Tlie providence of Deity 

Veils future issues from man's eye 

'Neath clouds of darkest night, 
And laughs at us poor mortals here, 
So troubled in a puny sphere : — 

But you — for this is right — 

Adjust to-day, the rest will glide 
E'en as a stream, whose middle tide 

Stealing in peace adown, 
Now softly joins its Tuscan sea, 
But now in fierce velocity, 

All wild and stormy grown, 

Whirls the worn stones, sheep, shepherd's cot 
Rolled in destruction's common lot. 

With up torn trunks amain. 
While mountains and while neighbouring woods 
Re-echo to the roaring floods 

And angry pelting rain 

Maddening once quiet rivers. He 
Lord of himself from care dwells free. 

Who daily thus can say, — 
" To-day I've lived — let the Sire shroud 
To-morrow's sky in blackest cloud. 

Or light with sunniest ray ; 



I 
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** What's gone is gone, behind us cast, 
Not even he can change the past. 

Not even his high power 
May cancel pleasures once we knew. 
Or render null those joys that flew 

Away but had their hour." 

Fortune, who drives a cruel trade, 
And glories over mortals made 

Toys of her wanton sport, 
Shifts her uncertain honours still, 
To-day 'tis me with fickle will. 

To-morrow him she'll court. 

I praise her staying, — if she shake 
Her wings a speedy flight to take, 

Itesigning aU she gave. 
In native merit wrapped, I woo 
Poverty, portionless, but true, 

Nor other partner crave. 

The mast in southern gales may creak, 
But from my lips no prayer shall break. 

My hands I will not clasp, 
In bargain with the gods to spare 
Rich Tyrian or rich Cyprian ware 

From ocean's greedy grasp ; — 
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No — let them swell the hoards below- 
Safe then in my light skiff 1*11 go, 

And every danger face, 
Crossing the wild ^gean seas, 
Sped by a fayoorable breeze 

And the Twin Brothers' grace. 



BOOK IV. 



J 



BOOK TV, 143 



II. 



WHO seeks, lulus, Pindar's fame 
Soars but in Dsedalean flight, 
Some glassy sea to leave his name 
Down-tumbled from the dizzy height. 

Like rain-swoln torrent from the hills 
That sweeps across each barrier shore. 

Bolls Pindar's foaming flood and Alls 
The universe with awful roar ; 

Inspiring Phoebus' laureate true, 

Whether with daring dithyrapibs' skill 

New tracks inventive he pursue 
On lawless numbers borne at will ; 

Or tell of gods, or god-bom kings, 
Those heroes who in righteous death 

Quelled Centaurs, quelled Chim8Bra*s stiugs 
And terrors of her flaming breath ; 
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Or they whom Elis' pahn had crowned 
Returning home like gods in pride. 

Boxer and charioteer renowned, 
No need of statues far and wide ; 

Or strike a lofby requiem 

For youth torn soon from sad maid's breast, 
His might, his golden virtues hymn, 

And from dark fate's obliyion wrest. 

A gale of power lifts Dirce's swan, 
Antonius, mounting high in flight 

Above the clouds. I, toiling on 
Like bee of Matium alight 

On bed of thyme, and pluck its sweets, 
Bound watery Tibur's banks and grove 

Humming these songs, my little feats, 
Laborious ever as I rove. 

A poet of a loftier strain. 

Sing CsBsar thou, who victor chief 

Drags fierce Sygambri in his train 
Aloft;, and fitly wears the leaf. 

No greater boon or better yet 

Kind gods and fate gave man to earn. 

Nor e'er will give, though time should set. 
And that lost age of gold return. 
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Of happy days and public sport 

And joyous city shalt thou sing ; 
Now brave Augustus back is brought, 

And legal strife a banished thing ; 

Then too my voice shall strain its best 

To gain a hearing, as I shout — 
** glorious sun ! sun most blest. 

For our recovered lord shine out ! " 

There in procession as you cry — 

** Ho, triumph ! '* we, too, all in turn 

** Ho, triumph ! " swelling to the sky 
Will for kind gods their incense bum. 

Ten bulls be thine, as many cows ; 

One tender steer discharges me 
Weaned from his dam at large to browse 

In spacious pastures rover free; 

Like crescent moon on her third night 

His branching horns together run. 
Distinguished by one mark of white. 

But for the rest all over dun. 



10 
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m. 

"li f ELPOMENE, the man whose birth 
-^^ Thine eye beheld propitiously serene, 

No mighty feat shall mark his worth 
A famous boxer on the Isthmian scene ; 

No straining steed his Grecian car 
Shall draw in triumph, nor the Delian leaf 

Adorn, returning from proud war, 
A splendid victor o'er some threatening chief, 

Borne to the capitol in state ; 
But flowing waves that wash green Tibur's ground, 

And thick-leaved groves inspiring wait 
To wake his noble lyre's -^olian sound. 

The sons of Rome, all cities' queen, 
Amid the pleasing chorus of the bards 

Find for me too a place not mean. 
And Envy's self scarce grudges now rewards. 
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mistress of the golden lyre, 
Pierian maid, that rul'st its dulcet noise, 

And conld'st at will mnte fish inspire 
With music of the swan's harmonious voice, 

Tis all from thee this gracious gift, 
That Bomans me their Roman lyrist hail. 

And, as they pass, the £biger lift ; 
To sing and please I through thee sole avail. 



10—2 
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IV. 



A S flies the royal bird of Jove 
■^-^ With lightnings winged, upraised above 

All other wandering fowl — 
('Twas thns the king of gods decreed 
When first on yellow Ganymede 

He proved his loyal soul.) 

In glow of youth behold him fled 
And conscious power inherited 

From the paternal nest, 
Toil's neophyte ; but soon his wings 
With unaccustomed bufletings 

Spring's sunny Zephyrs breast, 

Timid no more ; next dreadful foe 
He swoops him down on folds below, 
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In fiery impulse borne, 
Last, all athirst for prey and fight, 
On struggling dragons wheels his flight 

From their concealments torn. 

Or as a kid with head down-bent, 
On pleasant pastures all intent. 

Sudden the lion sees — 
Sent from his tawny mother's teat 
To feed, new- weaned, on stronger meat. 

Nor, doomed to perish, flees. 

So under Bhaetian Alps afar 
On Drusus waging fearful war 

The Vindelicians gazed ; 
(Their right arms, why I cannot tell, — 
Nor to learn all things is it well — 

Axe Amazonian raised, 

A custom long since handed down. 
Which to this day is still their own, 

'Tis thus they front the foe.) 
But then their hosts, which far and wide 
Had conquered long on every side. 

Were taught in turn to know. 



f 
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Vanquished by that wise youth, what power. 
What skill are theirs in happy hour 

Beared 'neath a noble home, 
What sage Augustus can impart 
To strengthen each boy Nero's heart, 

A sire to them and Home. 

From brave and good the brave are bom, 
The virtues of their sires adorn 

Young bull and tender steed. 
The lordly hawks* ferocious race 
Ne'er stooped ignobly to embrace 

The dove's unwarlike breed. 

But inborn force needs training's art. 
And culture's school confirms the heart 

By strength not elsewhere gained : 
Let morals cease to overawe. 
The best-bred natures show the flaw 

By sin disgraceful stained. 

^Vhat to the Neros, Rome we owe, 
Metaurus' waves attesting flow. 

And Hasdrubal's last flght, 
That splendid mom that rose, the flrst 
To chase the clouds when sunshine burst 

O'er Latium's gloomy night. 
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And lit with sparkles glory's crest, 
What time the deadly Afric pest 

Through towns Italian ran, 
Like roaring flame down woods of pine. 
Like Eurus tossing angry brine 

In seas Sicilian. 

Straight from that day with upraised head 
Rome grew, by happy labours sped, 

And saw in fanes once more. 
Freed from the devastating crew 
Of impious foes that overthrew, 

Gods upright as before. 

And spake false Hannibal at last, 

*' As stags that on their doom rush fast 

The wolves' rapacious prey, 
On those our strength we madly try, 
Whom our best triumph were to fly. 

Escaping as we may. 

** That race that boldly reached of yore 
From blazing Troy Etruria's shore. 

And still as fierce waves shook. 
With the bold will that never tires 
Their sacred rites, sons, aged sires 

To towns Ausonian took — 
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'* Like oak, where Algidas thick weaves 
A darksome screen of plenteous leaves, 

Tom by the sturdy axe, 
From its own loss and streaming blood 
Seems bat to draw life*s fresher flood, 

And find its spirits wax. 

** Not Hydra with more force endued 
Still cut in twain the strife renewed 

'Gainst wearied Hercules ; 
Such wonders Colchis never saw. 
Nor Echionian Thebes with awe 

Invincible as these. 

*' Plunged in the depths it will but rise 
More bright, and, wrestled with, defies 

Its foe's victorious ground. 
Winning fresh laurels from defeAt, 
The household themes that wives repeat. 

And battles more renowned. 

"To Carthage never more shall I 
Send glorious news ; we die, we die ; 

Hope sinks, our sun is set ; 
The fortune of our name was lost. 
When Hasdrubal, with all his host. 

Death and disaster met." 
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The Claudian hands will all perform, 
Still guided safe in every storm 

By high benignant Jove, 
And through the thorny lanes of war 
Guards sage imperial wisdom's care 

The children of its love. 
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V. 



A H ! why dost thou, Rome's heaven-born guard, 
■^-^ So long the homeward march retard ? 
Thy promised senate's hope reward. 

And speedily return. 
Good Prince, thy face to us restore, 
Shining like Spring's first gleam once more. 
Then days go gladder than before. 

Then suns more gracious bum. 

As some poor dame distraught of mind. 
When cross south winds with blasts unkind, 
A year or more, from sweet home bind 

Her darling boy beyond 
Carpathian seas, vows, omens tries. 
And haunts the winding shore with sighs. 
So we towards Caesar turn fond eyes. 

Our hearts to thee in bond. 
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Safe when thou'rt by kine roam the lea, 
Ceres and Plenty's crops wave free, 
The sailors cross a settled sea, 

Suspicion's touch Faith dreads. 
Chaste homes are free from lust's vile stain. 
Pure laws, pure manners kill the bane, 
True wives renew glad sires again, , 

Guilt's heels swift Vengeance treads. 

Who Parthian ? icy Scythian fears ? 
Rough hordes that Germany uprears ? 
CsBsar still with us, heedless ears 

Mock fierce Iberian foes. 
Each from his own hills sunset sees, 
And leads the vine round widowed trees, 
Then drinks to table deities, 

And thee among them knows ; 

Thee sues in prayer, to thee pours wine, 

And to his Lares' names adds thine, 

As grateful Greece reared Castor's shrine. 

And praised great Hercules. 
Prolong Hesperia's festal bliss, 
Good prince, this prayer we never miss 
At sober dawn ; nor, drinking, this. 

When day sinks 'neath the seas. 
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VII. 



~niLED are the snows ; the grass reclothes the 
-*- plains, — 

The leaves the trees ; 
Earth mns through change, 'mid banks answoln by 
rains 

Streams glide at ease. 
With Nymphs and sisters twin the naked Grace 

Leads off the dance, 
Warns 'gainst immortal hopes the brief year's chase, 

As days advance. 
Frosts melt to Zephyrs, summer tramples spring, 

Doomed too to die 
When Autumn shed his fruits ; ah ! time's swift wing ! 

Winter creeps by. 
But the swift moons the heaven's loss amend : 

We, when we share 
Rich Tullus', Ancus', good iEneas' end, 

Dust, shadows are. 
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To all thy yesterdays will gods above 

To-morrow add ? 
Then cheat thy grasping heir, and let thy love 

Thyself make glad. 
When once thou'rt dead, and Minos' lips outroU 

Thy sentence plain, 
To wake Torquatus, birth, wit, truth of soul, 

All, all are vain. 
Chaste Hippolyte not Dian could revoke 

From shades beneath, 
From loved Pirithous Theseus never broke 

His chains of death. 
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vm. 

GLAD would I, Censorinus, cups bestow, 
Aud bronzes, pleasing to the friends I love, 
Glad, tripods, prizes once of hardy Greeks, 
Bestow, nor should thy portion of such gifts 
Be with the last ; that is, were I but rich 
In products of Parrhasius*, Scopas' art. 
Skilled this in stone, that with his liquid hues 
To imitate the form of man or God ; 
But store of these I have not, thou nor need'st. 
Nor craves thy soul such idle luxuries. 
Poems are thy delight, poems we can 
Bestow, tell too the value of the gift. 
Not public statues with inscriptions cut. 
Whence springs a new life to the glorious dead 
And posthumous renown, not the quick flight 
Of Hannibal, and his own threats hurled back. 
Not impious Carthage in her lurid doom 
The praise of him, who gained another name 
From prostrate Africa, blazon so bright 
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As that old muse Calabrian ; nor thon, 

Should silence reign over thy worthy deeds, 

Wouldst aught have won. Where now were Dia's 

child 
And Mars', if grudging taciturnity 
Veiled with its gloom the feats of Komulus ? 
From waves of Styx thus rescued JEacus 
The gracious power and tongue of poets skilled 
Immortal consecrates in happy isles. 
The Muse forbids the man of worth to die, — 
The Muse opes heaven : thus at the banquet-hall 
Desired of Jove sits toil-worn Hercules ; 
Thus shine TyndaridsB, bright stars to save 
The shattered barks from yawning gulfs below ; 
So too, his temples with green vine-leaves crowned, 
Bacchus his suppliants hears and grants their prayers. 
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rx. 

"VTE'ER think those strains can eyer die, 
■^^ Which, bom beneath a far-off sky 

By Anfidns* load roar, 
I sing the first, and suit the words 
Adjusted to the echoing chords 

Throngh arts nnknown before. 

If foremost the Mseonian seer 

Sit on his throne, still bends oar ear 

To Pindar's lofty tone, 
The Cean mase still Hves, the brave 
Alcseas threatens still, and grave 

Stesichoras' force we own. 

Anacreon of his sportive charm 

Time robs not yet, and fresh and warm 

Breathes yet in every line 
The love of that -^olian lyre 
Impregnated with passion's fire. 

For, Sappho, it was thine. 
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With waving locks the paramour, 
And dress with gold bespangled o'er, 

Rich train, and royal ways. 
In other hearts wild flames had stirred, 
Ere yet admiringly preferred 

By Spartan Helen's gaze. 

Not Teucer from Cydonian bow 

First sped the shaft, war's storm laid low 

Ilium not once alone. 
Stalwart Idomeneus fought well 
And Sthenelus, but others swell. 

Did but the Muses own, 

The tide of song ; not Hector first 
In dagger's van braved battle's worst. 

Nor first with dauntless face 
Deiphobus met foemen's blow. 
That wife and child might never know 

Death, or far worse, disgrace. 

Ere Agamemnon saw the light. 

Brave men in plenty lived, but night — 

Long night oppresses all, 
Unwept, unknown beneath the ground, 
Because no sacred bard they found 

Their prowess to recal. 

11 
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Slight is the difference hetween 

Dead sloth and worth's forgotten scene ; — 

I will not see thee shorn, 
Lollins, of thy jnst praise. 
But wake from silence these my lays 

Thy merits to adorn, 

And from ohlivion's envy wrest 

The glorious toils through which thou^st pressed, - 

Lo ! thine no common mind, — 
Skilled in affairs, and upright still, 
In all extremes of good or ill 

Thee the same man we find. 

Of soul to grasping fi'aud severe. 
Safely removed without the sphere 

Of all attracting gold, 
And while you still from Justice' throne 
Expediency to truth postpone, 

A Consul firm and hold, 

The elected not of one hrief year, 
AVhose lofty scorn disdains to hear, 

To see the felon bribes. 
And through corrupt opposing hosts 
Its own victorious armour boasts 

And banners proud inscribes. 



► 
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'Tis not the acres men possess 
Confer the title happiness. 

He is the happy man, 
And all his own the name derives, 
Who uses well what heaven gives 

By wisdom's simple plan. 

Who hearing well hard poverty 
Dreads more to he disgraced than die, 

Ah 1 he would ne'er he slow 
To pay the forfeit of his life 
For friend he loved, to fall in strife 

Against his country's foe. 
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xn. 

1^ OW, Spring's companions, Thracian gales 
-*"^ O'er calmer seas impel the sails, 
Nor meads are stiff, nor roar down dales 

Streams swoln with wintry snow. 
Now builds her nest, still heard to sing 
Itys, sad bird, the old old thing. 
Shamed Cecrops' race 'gainst brutal king 

An all too savage foe. 

Lads guarding their plump sheep rehearse 
On tender grass song's parts diverse, 
And cheer the god of herds with verse 

On dark Arcadia's hills. 
Virgil, the days are thirsty now. 
To draw Calenian do you vow ? 
Learn, friend of our young nobles, how, — 

'Tis nard the bottle ^Is. 
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Nard's little box, 'tis all I ask, 
From stores Snlpician wins the cask 
Rich with new hopes, and, happy task, 

Skilled to wash cares away. 
Ah ! the thing pleases — come then swift. 
Admitted only with a gift, 
I'm none so rich to let thee lift 

My cups and never pay. 
Nay, no delays — leave lucre's trade, 
And think for once of death's black shade. 
Let folly those wise thoughts invade, 

We'll fool it sweet to-day. 
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XIV. 

WHAT can a gratefiod senate gire 
Or a fond state that thoa may^st liTe 
Angastns evermore, 
Thy Tirtnes told from age to age 
On scalptored stone, or storied page, 
For grandsons to adore ? 

mightiest prince, where'er the snn 
Shines habitable lands upon, 

Thy martial prowess now 
The Vindelicians overawes, 
Casting the yoke of Latin laws 

O'er nec^ ill-tanght to bow. 

For with thy legions Dmsns broke 
Restless Genannians to the yoke 

And the swift Brennian race, 
Whom to their Alpine castles driven 
On crested peaks that soar to heaven. 

Keen victor in the chas( 
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Not once nor twice he hurled them hack ; 
Then thundering on his gallant track 

The elder Nero drew 
For one stern fray his conquering sword, 
And savage Ehaetia's giant horde 

From thy good fortune flew. 

how, proud champion of the field, 
He made those cudgelled foemen yield, 

Blow raining fast on hlow. 
While still they cried with latest hreath 
For freedom, or for glorious death ! 

So waves to frenzy grow 

By Auster lashed, torn clouds hetween 
When dancing Pleiads' fires are seen, 

With such terrific force 
Through all the hostile ranks outright 
And hlazing fury of the fight, 

He drove his foaming horse. 

So rolls with his hull's horns adown 
Impetuous Aufidus to drown 

Apulian Daunus' lands. 
Fierce with swoln waters spreading wide 
The devastated plain to hide 

Where waving Ceres stands. 



168 ODES OF HORACE, 

Thus Claudius ia swift onset fell, 
And cleaying ranks of steel pell-mell 

Drove that barbarian host, 
Mowed first in front and then behind, 
The gronnd with dead and dying lined, 

Whilst he unscathed, proud boast, 

Thanked thee who gav'st that army brave. 
Thy counsel and thy gods to save, 

For on the very day 
That suppliant Alexandria's port 
And desolate deserted court 

To thee wide open lay, 

Fortune, a happy close to make 
To the third lustre for thy sake 

This second triumph won, 
And, thy imperial commands 
Done by those warrior princes' hands. 

Shone like a welcome sun. 

Cantabrians never tamed before, 
And Medes, and Indians thee adore. 

Thee rovinsr Scythians fear, 
Who from thy tutelary home 
Guard'st Italy and queenly Rome, 

When dangers hover near. 
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Nile veiling a dark secret still 
Its hidden source obeys thy will, 

Ister, and ** arrowy " stream, 
Tigris, and the sea-monsters* wave, 
That far away is heard to rave 

Where coasts of Britain gleam. 

And Gaol, whose sons fear not to die, 
And bom beneath Iberia's sky 

Stem Spaniards listen now ; 
Delighting in fierce war's alarms 
Bloody Sygambrians pile their arms, 

Vow peace, and keep their vow. 
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XV. 

A S wars and sieges I aspire 
-^^ To sing, smites Phoebus' self the lyre 

All in a chiding mood, 
Lest I sjiould dare in craft so frail 
Audacious mariner to sail 
Across the Tyrrhene flood. — 

CaBsar, thy age has brought again 
The crop of plenty to the plain. 

Restored our Jove his own. 
Standards, no longer Parthia's boasts, 
Spatched from her vaunting temples' posts, 

And, war no longer known. 

Has shut Quirinian Janus' door, 
Imposed a check unfelt before 

On passion's lawless force. 
Has purged away the stain of crimes, 
Revoked the arts of better times 

From their ancestral source, — 
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Through which the Latin name is spread, 
Italian strength grows to a head, 

And our wide empire's fame 
Majestic sounds through earth and air 
From birth-place of the sun to where 

Sinks his Hesperian flame. 

V 

Csesar our guardian of the state, 
Nor violence, nor civil hate 

Shall banish genlde peace, 
Fury to whet her deadly sword, 
And desolate with strife abhorred 

Unhappy towns shall cease. 

The drinkers of deep Danube's tide 
By Julian edicts shall abide, 

Getans, remote Cathay, 
The Persian versed in traitorous arts. 
And they who roam the savage parts 

By Tanais far away. 

And we in hours of work or play, 
When the glad god makes holiday 

Who frees the soul from care, 
With children and with dames will raise 
First to the gods the lips of pi^aise 

And customary prayer. 
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Then, as our fathers wont of old. 
Hymn the great chiefs of memory bold 

With blending voice and lyre, 
Troy, and Anchises, and the child 
Of Yenns ever soft and mild, 

Oar city's ancient sire. 
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'^ When Antmnn fair to fields has shown 

A mellow-fruited brow, 
His grafted pears with joy plncks down, 

And grapes of pnrplest glow, 

** A gift, Priapus, or to thee, 

Sylvanns, lord of bonnds ; 
Then sprawls beneath his old oak-tree. 

Or on his grassy monnds, 

" While down their banks the waters glide, 

Birds twitter in the wood. 
Springs mnrmnr with their trickling tide 

In sleep-enticing mood. 

** When thundering Jove brings winter back^ 

Bains, snows begin to pour. 
He'll hunt about with all his pack 

To net the fiery boar, 

'^ Spread his fine strings, nor spread in vain, 

1£ glutton thrush be caught. 
Or noose poor trembling puss, 6r crane, 

A foreigner, rare sport ! 

^' 'Mid toils, such happy toils as these 
Who not love's thorns forgets ? 

But see his chaste wife bent to please 
Trims th' House, and brings his pets, 
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'' Sabine, or keen Apnlian's mate, 

With suns baked brown as earth. 
Piles, ere his tired step reach the gate. 

With logs, old logs the hearth, 

'^ Milks dry, then shuts the easy kine 

Beneath their wattled sheds, 
Draws from sweet cask the season's wine, 

And home-made dainties spreads. 

" Hence Lucrine shells ! no more your slave — 

Scar, turbot please no more. 
Though rattling storms toss the Eastern wave 

And drive them to our shore. 

" No Afric fowl shall be my fare, 

Nor grouse Ionia sends. 
Choicer than olive gathered where 

The fruitiest bough depends. 

'* I'll eat no sorrel from the mead, 

No mallows, fever-rid, — 
On festal lamb let others feed. 

And the wolf-rescued kid. 

*' Glad from such feasts I turn to see 

Plump flocks reseek the fold, 

Tired oxen dragging leisurely 

Inverted ploughs behold. 
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VII. 

WHITHER away ye guilt-stained ? why 
Draw oat the late-sheathed sword ? 
Has not enough land, sea to dye 
Of Latin blood been poured ? 

Not hated Carthage* towers of pride 

That Boman fires might rend, 
Or Britons chained, though seas divide, 

The Sacred Boad descend : 

But that, as Parthians hope, the state 
Her own right hand might slay ; 

Nor wolves nor lions show such hate 
On their ovm race to prey. 

What madness lurks ? what Furies chase ? 

Or is it guilt ? reply— r 
Mute ! and white pallor marks each face, — 

The blank mind's agony ! 
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'Tis so, cursed fates us Romans goad, 

The brothers* sinful feud, 
When blood of guiltless Remus flowed 

Earthwards, by grandsons rued. 
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X. 



WITH flying sail the vessel glides 
That stinking Msevins hears, 
To lash with waves hoth tremhling sides, 
Be, Auster, mid yoor cares. 

Cross Eurus scatter helm and oar 

Lost in the rolling seas, 
Nor Aquilo more loudly roar 

When shaking mountain trees, 

No welcome star the hlack night hreak 

When dim Orion falls, 
No calmer tide than here the Greek 

From Ilium's conquered walls. 

When spuming ashes rage divine 
Smote impious Ajax* hark ; — 

What sweat thy sailors' cheeks and thine. 
What yellow pallors mark. 
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What prayers and womanish lament 

To Jove who will not hear, 
Your*craft in Gulf Ionic rent, 

Storms thundering on the ear ! 

But if on winding sands you lie 

The gulls' delicious prey, 
A wanton goat, and lamb will I 

Then to the Tempests pay. 
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XV. 



'rjlWAS night, the moon in cloudless heavens gliding 
-*- Did lesser stars eclipse, 
When thou the mighty gods above deriding 
Swor'st with those perjured lips, 

That close as ivy the tall holm-oak wedding 

With tight arms round the tree. 
While sheep the wolf, while sailors still are dreading 

Stormy Orion's sea. 

Winds 'mid Apollo's unshorn locks careering 

Our mutual love should last. 
Yet, yet, Nesera, oft shalt thou be fearing, 

Thy Flaccus from thee cast. 

Aye go, all night in other's arms be sleeping, 

I too can heal my smart. 
Then vain to me with slighted form come creeping, 

Steeled with indignant heart. 
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Bnt thou proud rival in my footsteps treading, 

Triumphant in my woe, 
Rich herds be thine, for thee lands far outspreading. 

And all Pactolus flow. 

Thy mind the sage Pythagoras outvying, 

Nireus thy form outshine. 
Still shalt thou mourn thy mistress elsewhere flying ; 

The laugh will then be mine. 
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T^hoebus and Dian, sylvan queen, 
-*- Fair heaven's lights, to whom is due 
Worship, and paid, grant serene 
What this great day we ask of you. 

This is the day the Sibyls' scroll 

Choice virgins and youths sinless wills 

Their hymn in chorus to outroll 
To gods who love the Seven Hills. 

Good sun, who in thy shining car 

Lead'st forth and bring'st the day to bed. 

Another and the same, shine far. 

But still see Eome the world's great head. 

Kind Ilythia, by whose aid^ 

The child is bom, our wives assist ; 

Or is Lucina better said ? 
Or Genitalis ? List ! list ! 
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Goddess, augment our race, and speed 
The senate's plans for mating wives 

In nuptial bonds, and bless the seed 
By which our married people thrives. 

Thus, when ten times eleven years 

Have fled, and circling feasts come round, 

Shall sportive songs and joyous cheers 
Three bright days, three glad nights resound. 

And you, ye Fates ! whose words are true, 

Once uttered, by the sure event 
Of time conflrmed, add blessings new 

To those of days already spent. 

May Tellus, rich in com and flocks. 
Gift Ceres with her wheaten crown. 

Fresh water from the living rocks, 

Nourish our young and airs — Jove's own. 

Sheathe mild and calm thy arrows keen, 
And suppliant youths Apollo hear ! 

Luna, thou crescent starry queen ! 
To thy own maidens bend the ear ! 

If Rome be work of yours, and Troy 

Through you gained safe the Tuscan shore, 

And saw her gods and state with joy 
Transported to arise once more ; 
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When harmless through the blazing street 

The good ^neas, one of few, 
Secured his band a free retreat, 

And richer homes in kingdoms new ; — 

To docile youth pure manners give, 

Twin gods, to calm old age its rest, 
With wealth, with sons, all honours thrive, 

The race of Romulus, the blest ! 

Lo I worshipping with oxen white 

Anchises', Venus' glorious son ; 
Still let him conquer in the light, 

Still spare his foe, the triumph won I 

Our victor hosts by land and sea 
Now dreads the Mede, and Alba's steel, 

Scythians, who would not bend the knee, 
Now sue for peace, now Indians kneel. 

Now Faith, and Peace, and Trust, and, fled 

Long since, now Modesty return, 
Neglected Virtue rears her head, 

And smiling Plenty pours the horn. 

Prophet that wield' st the shining bow, 

Phoebus, beloved of Muses nine, 

Whose kindly healing art we know, 

When weary sickness makes us pine ; 
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Dost thon with friendly eye behold 
Thy heights of Palatine, for Borne 

And happy Latiam unfold 

Years rich with blessings still to come ! 

From Aventine and Algidus 

Diana hear thrice five that pray, 

With kindly ears to boys and us 
Incline and ponder all we say ! 

Jove ratifies, the gods agree, 

Home wending with hopes certain fraught ! 
Their praises skilled to chant, thus we 

Phcebus* and Dian's choir report. 



THE END. 
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